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' 'Tis a very good world we live in, 

To lend, or to spend, or to give in ; 
But to b^, or to borrow, or get a man's own, 
'Ti« the very worst world that ever was known."— 02el Truian, 



• Uirt), a ]^mf(^ bet (Stbt ®ott, txa ®etb."— Schiller. 
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DEDICATED TO 

JOHN POESTEB, ESQ., 

Author of "The Lives of Statesmen of the Oommonwealth.'* 

▲ SLIGHT MEMORIAL 
OF SINOERB RESPECT AND OORDLA.L FRQEIOMHIF; 

ALTHOUGH 

(fob we ARS all HTTliAN !) 

HE HAS IN ONE ISfftASCE, AND BUT ONE, 

BUrrjEBXD HIS JUSOXENT TO BE MISLED BT TOO OBEAT A REGABD 70R 

''MONEY!" 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS. 

Lord Glossmobe. 

Sis John Yibbt, Bart., Emght of the Ghielpli, F.E.S., F.S.A. 

Sir Frbderiok Bi^uitt. 

Stout. 

Grates. 

Eyelth. 

Captain Dudley Smooth. 

Sharp. 

Tore. 

Frantz, TaM(yr, 

Tabouret, U^^hoUierer, 

MaoFinoh, JeweUer and SUvermdth. 

MaoStuooo, Ai^Uect, 

Kite, Hone-dealer, 

Crimson, Portrmt-pamter, 

Grab, PvbUsker. 

Patent, Coach-hmlder, 

Members of the * * * CZw6, ServarUs, d:c. 

Ladt Franklin, half-neter to Sir John Veeey. 

GEORaiNA, dtvughter to Sir John. 

Clara, com^nion to Lady FramJdin, cousin to Evelyn. 

Scene — London, 1840. 
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ACT L 

ScESE L — A drawing-room m SiB John Vsbit'b houa; fitding-dotm 
at the ha4^ which open on emother dramng-roonk To the right, a 
table, with newtpapen, books, dec. ; to the left, n aofa writing-table. 

Sir John, Gboboina. 
SIB JOHN {reading a letter edged with Hack), 

Yes, he says at two precisely. " Dear Sir John^ as since 
the death of my sainted Maria/' — Hum ! — that's his wife ; 
she made him a martyr, and now he makes her a saint ! 

GEORQINA. 

"Well, as since her death ? — 

SIB JOHN (reading). 

*' I have been living in chambers, where I cannot so well 
invite ladies, you will allow me to bring Mr. Sharp, the 
lawyer, to read the will of the late Mr. Mordaunt (to 
which I am appointed executor) at your house — your 
daughter being the nearest relation. I shall be with you 
at two precisely. — Henry Graves.'' 
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6 MONEY. [act I, 

OEOBOINA. 

And you really feel sure that poor Mr. Mordaunt has 
made me his heiress? 

SIB JOHN. 

Ay, the richest heiress in England. Can you doubt it ? 
Are you not his nearest relation ? Niece by your poor 
mother, his own sister. All the time he vas making this 
enormous fortune in India did we ever miss sending him 
little reminiscences of our disinterested affection? When/ 
he was last in England, and you only so high, was not my 
house his home ? Did'nt I get a surfeit out of complaisance 
to his execrable curries and pillaws ? Did'nt he smoke his 
hookah — nasty old — ^that is, poor dear man — ^in my best 
drawing-room ? And did'nt you make a point of calling 
him your ''handsome uncle ?^^ — ^for the excellent creature 
was as vain as a peacock, — 

OEOBGINA. 

And so ugly, — 

SIB JOHN. 

The dear deceased! Alas, he was, indeed; — ^like a 
kangaroo in a jaundice ! And tf, after all these marks of 
attachment, you are not his heiress, why then the finest 
feelings of our nature — ^the ties of blood — ^the principles of 
justice — are implanted in us in vain. 

GEOBGINA. 

Beautiful, sir. Was not that in your last speech at the 
Preemasons' Tavern upon the great Chimney-sweep 
Question ? 
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SIB JOHN. 

Clever girl ! — ^what a memory she has ! Sit down, 
Georgy. Upon this most happy — I mean melancholy — 
occasion^ I feel that I may trust you with a secret. Ton 
see this fine house — our fine servants— our fine plate — our 
fine dinners : every one thinks Sir John Vesey a rich man. 

* OEOBOINA. 

And are you not, papa ? 

SIB JOHN. 

Not a bit of it — all humbug, child — all humbug, upon 
my soul I As you hazard a minnow to hook in a trout, so 
one guinea thrown out with address is often the best bait 
for a hundred. There are two rules in life — Ftkst, Men 
are valued not for what they are, but what they se^m to be. 
Sbcondli, If you have no merit or money of your own, 
you must trade on the merits and money of other people. 
My father got the title by services in the army, and died 
penniless. On the strength of his services I got a pension 
of 400^. a-year; on the strength of 400/. a-year I took 
credit for 800/. ; on the strength of 800/. a-year I married 
your mother with 10,000/. ; on the strength of 10,000/. 
I took credit for 40,000/., and paid Dicky Gossip three 
guineas a-week to go about everywhere calling me " Stingy 
Jack r 

OEOBOINA. 

Ha ! ha ! A disagreeable nickname. 

BIB JOHN. 

But a valuable reputation. "When a man is called stingy, 
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8 MONEY. [act I. 

it is as much as calling him rich ; and when a man's called 
rich, why he's a man universally respected. On the 
strength of my respectability I wheedled a constituency, 
changed my politics, resigned my seat to a minister, who, 
to a man of such stake in the country, could offer nothing 
less in return than a patent office of 2,000^. a-year. Thaf s 
the way to succeed in life. Humbug, my dear ! — all hum- 
bug, upon my soul. 

GEORGINA. 

I must say that you — 

SIR JOHN. 

Know the world, to be sure. Now, for your fortune,— 
as I spend more than my income, I can have nothing to 
leave you; yet, even without counting your uncle, you 
have always passed for an heiress on the credit of your 
expectations from the savings of '^ Stingy Jack.'' The 
same with your education. I never grudged anything 
to make a show — never stuffed your head with histories and 
homilies; but you draw, you sing, you dance, you walk 
well into a room ; and that's the way young ladies are 
educated nowadays, in order to become a pride to their 
parents, and a blessing to their husband — that is, when 
they have caught him. Apropos of a husband : you know 
we thought of Sir Frederick Blount. 

GEOROINA. 

Ah, papa, he is charming. 

SIR JOHN. 

He VHM 80, my dear, before we knew your poor uncle 
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was dead ; but an heiress such as you will be should look 
out for a duke. — ^Where the deuce is Evelyn this morning? 



Ttc not seen him, papa. What a strange character he 
is !— so sarcastic ; and yet he can be agreeable. 



A humorist — a cynic! one never knows how to take 
him. My private secretary, — a poor cousin, — has not got a 
shilling, and yet, hang me if he does not keep us all at a 
sort of a distance. 

GEOBGINA. 

But why do you take him to live with us, papa, since 
there's no good to be got by it ? 



There you are wrong ; he has a great deal of talent : 
prepares my speeches^ writes my pamphlets, looks up my 
calculations. My Eeport on the last Commission has got 
me a great deal of fame, and has put me at the head of the 
new one. Besides he is our cousin — he has no salary : 
kindness to a poor relation always teUs well in the world : 
and Benevolence is a useful virtue, — particularly when you 
can have it for nothing ! With our other cousin, Clara, it 
was different: her father thought fit to leave me her 
guardian, though she had not a penny — a mere useless 
incumbrance; so, you see, I got my half-sister, Lady 
Franklin, to take her off my hands. 
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10 MONEY. [act I. 

OEOBGINA. 

How much longer is Lady Franklin's visit to be P 



I don't know, my dear; the longer the better, — ^for her 
husband left her a good deal of money at her own disposal. 
Ah, here she comes I 



SCENE n. 

Lady Franklin, Clara, Sir John, Georqina. 

SIR JOHN. 

My dear sister, we were just loud in your praises. But 
how's this? — ^not in mourning? 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

Why should I go into mourning for a man I never saw ? 

SIR JOHN. 

StiU there may be a legacy. 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

Then there^ll be less cause for affliction ! Ha ! ha ! my 
dear Sir John, I'm one of those who think feelings a kind 
of property, and never take credit for them upon false pre- 
tences. 

SIR JOHN (aaide), 

♦ Very siUy woman ! But, Clara, I see you are more 
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attentive to the proper decoram : yet you are very, vefy^ 
VERY distantly connected with the deceased — ^a third cousin, 
Ithink? 

OLABA. 

Mr. Mordaunt once assisted my father, and these poor 
robes are all the gratitude I can show him. 

SIB JOHN. 

Gratitude! humph! I am afraid the minx has got 
expectations. 

LADT FRANKLIN. 

So, Mr. Graves is the executor — the will is addressed 
to him ? The same Mr, Graves who is always in black — 
always lamenting his ill fortune and his sainted Maxia, who 
led him the life of a dog ? 

SIB JOHN. 

The very same. His liveries are black — his carriage is 
black — he always rides a black galloway — and, faith, if he 
ever marry again, I think he will show his respect to the 
sainted Maria by marrying a black woman. 

LADT FBANEUN. 

Ha ! ha ! we shall see. — {Aside.) Poor Graves, I always 
liked him : he made an excellent husband. 

Enter Eyeltn, {aeaU hirMelft and takes v/p a booktmobserved), 

SIB JOHN. 

What a crowd of relations this Will brings to light ! 
Mr. Stout, the Political Economist — Lord Glossmore— 
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LADT FSANELIN. 

Whose grandfather kept a pawnbroker's shop^ and who^ 
accordingly, entertains the profoundest contempt for every 
thing popular, joarvenu, and plebeian. 

SIR JOHN. 

Sir Frederick Blount — 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

Sir Pwedewick Blount, who objects to the letter E as 
being too wough, and therefore d«?ops its acquaintance : 
one of the new class of prudent young gentlemen, who, not 
having spirits and constitution for the hearty excesses of 
their predecessors, entrench themselves in the dignity of a 
lady-like languor. A man of fashion in the last century 
was riotous and thoughtless — in this he is tranquil and 
egotistical. He never does anything that is silly, or says 
anything that is wise. I beg your pardon, my dear ; I 
believe Sir Frederick is an admirer of yours, provided, on 
reflection, he does not see " what harm it could do him '' to 
fall in love with your beauty and expectations. Then, too, 
our poor cousin the scholar, — Oh, Mr. Evelyn, there you 
are I 

SIB JOHN. 

Evelyn — the very person I wanted : where have you been 
all dayp Have you seen to those papers? — have you 
written my epitaph on poor Mordaunt? — ^Latin, you know ? 
— have you reported my speech at Exeter Hall ? — have you 
looked out the debates on the Customs P — and, oh, have 
you mended up all the old pens in the study p 
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QSOBOINA.. 

And have 70a brought me the black floss ailk ? — have 
you been to Storr's for my ring ? — and, as we cannot go out 
on this melancholy occasion^ did you call at Hookham's for 
the last HB. and the Comic Annual ? 

LADY FBANKLHr. 

And did you see what was really the matter with my bay 
horse ? — did you get me the Opera-box ? — did you buy my 
little Charley his peg-top ? 

BVELTN {always reading). 
Certainly, Paley is right upon that point; for, put the 

syllogism thus {looking np) Ma'am — Sir — Miss Vesey 

i — ^you want something of me ? Paley observes, that to 

assist even the undeserving tends to the better regulation 
of our charitable feelings — ^No apologies — I am quite at 
your siervice. 

SIB JOHN. 

Now he's in one of his humours ! 

LAJ>Y TRANKUN. 

You allow him strange liberties. Sir John. 



You wiU be the less surprised at that, madam, when I in- 
form you that Sir Jghn allows me nothing else. — I am now 
about to draw on his benevolence. 

LADY ITBANKLIN. 

I beg your pardon, sir, and like your spirit. Sir John, 
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Tm in the way, I see ; for I know your benevolence is so 
delicate that you never allow any one to detect it ! 

[Waiks atide^ 

SVELTK. 

I could not do your commissions to-day — I have been to 
visit a poor woman, who was my nurse and my mother's 
last friend. She is very poor, very — sick — dying — and she 
owes six months' rent ! 

SIB JOHN. 

You know I should be most happy to do anything 
for yourself. But the nurse — {Aside. Some people's 
nurses are always ill!) — there are so many impostors 
about ! — ^We'll talk of it to-morrow. This most mournful 
occasion takes up all my attention. {Looking at Aia watcA*) 
Bless me ! so late ! Fve letters to write, and — ^none of the 
pens are mended I 

OJEOBGDTA {toiking cut her pwr$e), 

I think I will give it to him — and yet, if I don't get the 
fortune after all ! — ^Papa allows me so little ! — ^then I must 
have those earrings {jmts up tAejpurse)^ Mr. Evelyn, what 
is the address of your nurse P 

lEVSLTN {vnitet and gwet U), 
She has a good heart with all her foibles I — ^Ah I Miss 
Yesey, if that poor woman had not closed the eyes of my 
lost mother, Alfred Evelyn would not have been this beggar 

to your father. 

[Clara lookt over the addrees. 
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GKOBOIVA* 

I will certainly attend to it — {aside) if I get the fortune* 

SIR JOHH {caOmg wiAamfy. 
Gteoj^, I say I 

GIOBOniA. 

Tes, papa, ^^^ 

[EvxLTN has maUd kmmUfagmm of Oe UMe (Co Oe r^JU)^ 
and feoMf hiifaee on iUf Aond*. 



His noble spirit bowed to this ! — ^Ah^ at least here I may 
give him comfort — {sits down to writs)* But he wiU 
recognise my hand« 

LADT FRANKLHr. 

What bill are yon paying, Clara ? — ^putting up a bank- 
note? 

CLABA. 

Hush ! — O Lady Franklin^ you are the kindest of human 
beings. This is for a poor person — I would not have her 
know whence it came, or she would refuse it. Would you? 
— No, — he knows Aer handwriting also ! 

LADT FBASKLIIV. " 

Will I — what? — give the money myself? — ^with pleasure! 
Poor Clara — ^Why this covers all your savings — ^and I am 
so rich I 

OLABA. 

Nay, I would wish to do all myself ! — it is a pride — a 

duty — it is a joy ; and I have so few joys ! But, hush ! 

— this way. 

[2%ey retire into the inner room tmd oonverae mi dunib ehote. 
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BVWiTN. 

And thus must I grind out my life for ever ! — ^I am 
ambitious, and Poverty drags me down — ^I have learning, 
and Poverty makes me the dtudge of fools ! — ^I love, and 
Poverty stands like a spectre before the altar ! But no, no 
— ^if, as I believe, I am but loved again, I will — will — 
what ? — turn opium-eater, and dream of the Eden I may 
never enter I 

LADT FRANKLIN (tO ClARA). 

Yes, I will get my maid to copy and direct this— -she 
writes well, and Aer hand will never be discovered. I will 
have it done and sent instantly. 

[Exit. 
[Clara advances to the front of the stage, amd seats herself— 
EvsLYN rsadmg-^Enter Sm Fbedirick Blount. 



SCENE III. 
Clara, Evbltn, &b Fbbdsbiok Blount. 

BLOUNT. 

No one in the woom ! — Oh, Miss Douglas ! — ^Pway don't 
let me disturb y<Ai. Whore is Miss Vesey — Georgina ? 

{Taking Clara's chair as she rises, 

EVKLTN {looking up, gives Clara achairandre-^eatshimgdf) 
(Aside.) Insolent puppy I 

OLARA. 

Shall I tell her you are here. Sir Frederick P 
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BLOUNT. 

Not for the world, Vewy pwetty girl this companion 1 

OLABA. 

What did you think of the Panorama the other day, 
cousin Evelyn ? 

EVELYN {nadvng). 

" I cannot talk with civet in the room, 
A fine pusgk gentleman that's all perfume t " 

Bather good lines these. 

BLOUNT. 

Sir! 

EVELYN (offering the hook), 
DonH you think so ? — Cowper, 

BLOUNT {declining the booh), 

Cowper! 

EVELYN. 

Cowper. 

BLOUNT (ahritgging his shoulders, to Claba). 

Stwange person, Mr. Evelyn ! — quite a chawacter ! — 
Indeed the Panowama gives you no idea of Naples — a de- 
lightful place. I make it a wule to go there evewy second 
year — I am vewy fond of twavelling. YouM like Wome 
(Eome) — bad inns, but vewy fine wuins ; gives you quite a 
taste for that sort of thing ! 

EVELYN (reading), 

" How much a dunce that has been sent to roam 
Excels a dunce that has been kept at home ! " 
vol. v. 
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BLOUNT (atide). 
That fellow Cowper says vewy odd things ! — Humph ! — 
it is beneath me to quawwell. — {Aloud.) It will not take 
long to wead the will, I suppose. Poor old Mordaunt I — I 
am his nearest male welation. He was vewy eccentwic. 
By the way. Miss Douglas, did you wemark my cuwicle ? 
It is bwinging cuwicles into fashion. I should be most 
happy if you will allow me to jlwive you out. Nay — nay — 
I should upon my word, 

[Trying to tahe her hand, 
EVELYN {Oarimg itp). 

A wasp !— a wasp ! — just going to settle. Take care of 
the wasp, Miss Douglas I 



A wasp I — ^where I— don't bwing it this way. — Some 
people donH mind them! Fve a particular dislike to 
wasps ; they sting damnably ! 



I beg pardon — ^it's only a gad-fly. 
Enter Servant 

SEBVANT. 

Sir John will be happy to see you in his study, Sir 
Frederick. 

[ExU Servant. 

BLOUNT. 

Vewy well. Upon my word, there is something vewy 
nice about this girl. To be sure, I love Georgma — but if 
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this one woidd take a fancy to me {thoughtfulh/) — Well, I 
donH see what harm it could do me ! — Am plaisir ! 

\Exit, 







SCENE IV. 






Evelyn and Clara. 


Clara! 




EVELYN. 


Cousin ! 




CLARA. 
EVELYN. 


And you. 


too, 


are a dependant ! 



CLARA. 

But on Lady Franklin, who seeks to make me forget it. 

EVELYN. 

Ay, but can the world forget it ? This insolent conde- 
cension — ^this coxcombry of admiration — ^more gaUing than 
the arrogance of contempt ! — ^Look you now— Kobe Beauty 
in silk and cachemere — hand Virtue into her chariot — 
lackey their caprices — wrap them from the winds — fence 
them round with a golden circle — and Virtue and Beauty 
are as goddesses both to peasant and to prince. Strip 
them of the adjuncts — ^see Beauty and Virtue poor — 
dependent — solitary — ^walking the world defenceless; oh, 
then the devotion changes its character — ^the same crowd 

o2 
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gather eagerly around — ^fools — fops — libertines — ^not to 
worship at the shrine, but to sacrifice the victim! 

OLARA. 

My cousin, you are cruel ! 



Forgive mei There is a something when a man^s heart 
is better than his fortunes, that makes even affection bitter. 
Mortification for myself — it has ceased to chafe me. I can 
mock where I once resented. But you — Tou, so delicately 
framed and nurtured — one slight to you — one careless look 
—one disdainful tone — makes me feel the true curse of the 
poor man. His pride gives armour to hu ovm breast, but 
it has no shield to protect another ! 

CLARA. 

But I, too, have pride of my own — I, too, can smile at 
the pointless insolence 

KVBLTir, 

Smile — and he took your hand ! — Oh, Clara, you know 
not the tortures that I . suffer hourly ! When others 
approach you — young — fair — rich— the sleek darlings of 
the world — I accuse you of your very beauty — I writhe 
beneath every smile that you bestow. No — speak not ! — 
my heart has broken its silence, and you shall hear the 
rest. Tor you I have endured the weary bondage of this 
house — ^the fool's gibe — the hireling's sneer — ^the bread 
purchased by toils that should have led me to loftier ends : 
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yes, to see you — ^hear you — breathe the same air — be ever 
at hand — that if others slighted, from one at least you 
might receive the luxury of respect: — for this — ^for this 
I have lingered, suffered, and forborne. Oh, Clara, we 
are orphans both — ^friendless both : you are aU in the 
world to me: turn not away — my very soul speaks in 
these words — I love you ! 

CLA.BA. 

No — ^Evelyn — ^Alfred — ^No! say it not; think it not! 
it were madness. 

EVELYN. 

Madness ! — Nay, hear me yet. I am poor — penniless — 
a beggar for bread to a dying servant. True ! — ^But I have 
a heart of iron I I have knowledge — ^patience — ^health, — 
and my love for you gives me at last ambition ! I have 
trifled with my own energies till now, for I despised all 
things till I loved you. With you to toil for — ^your step 
to support — ^your path to smooth — and I — I poor Alfred 
Evelyn — ^promise at last to win for you even fame and 
fortune ! Do not withdraw your hand — tAis hand — shall 
it not be mine ? 

CLARA. 

Ah, Evelyn ! Never — ^never ! 

ETELTN. . 

Never ! 

CLARA. 

Forget this foUy ; our union is impossible, and to talk of 
love were to deceive both I 
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ETELTN (hUterly), 

Because I am poor ! 

CLARA. 

And I too! A marriage of privation — of penury — of 
days that dread the morrow ! I have seen such a lot ! 
Never return to this again. 

EVELYN. 

Enough — ^you are obeyed. I deceived myself — ^ha! — 
ha ! — I fancied that I too was loved. I, whose youth is 
already half gone with care and toil ! — ^whose mind is soured 
— whom nobody can love — ^who ought to have loved no one! 

CLABA (aside). 
And if it were only I to suffer, or perhaps to starve ! — 
Oh, what shall I say ? {Jlotul.) Evelyn — ^Cousin ! 

EVBLTir. 

Madam. 

CLARA. 

Alfred— I— I— 

EVELYN. 

Eeject me ! 

CLARA. 

Yes ! It is past ! 

[Exit, 

EVELYN. 

Let me think. It was yesterday her hand trembled when 
mine touched it. And the rose I gave her — yes, she 
pressed her lips to it once when she seemed as if she 
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saw me not* But it was a trap — ^a trick — ^for I was as 
poor then as now. This will be a jest for them all 1 WeU^ 
courage ! it is but a poor heart that a coquet's contempt 
can break ! And now, that I care for no one, the world 
is but a great chess-board, and I will sit down in earnest 
and play with Fortune ! 

Enter Lobd Qlosbmobb, preceded by Servant. 

SERTANT. 

I will tell Sir John, my Lord ! 

[EvBLYN takei up the newspaper, 

OLOSSMOBJL 

The secretary — hum ! — Fine day, sir ; any news from the 
East? 

EVELYN. 

Yes ! — all the wise men have gone back there ! 

GLOSSMOBE. 

Ha, ha ! — not all, for here comes Mr. Stout, the great 
political economist. 



SCENE V. 

Stoxtt, Qlossmobe, Evelyn. 



Qood mornings Qlossmore. 

GL0S8M0RE. 

Glossmore I — ^the parvenu ! 
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STOUT. 

Afraid I might be late — ^Been detained at the Vestry 
— ^Astonishing how ignorant the English poor are ! 
Took me an hour and a half to beat it into the head of a 
stupid old widow, with nine children, that to allow her 
three shillings a-week was against all the rules of public 
morality ! 

EVELYN. 

Excellent ! — admirable ! — ^your hand, sir ! 

OL068MORE. 

What ! you approve such doctrines, Mr. Evelyn ? Are 
old women only fit to be starved ? 

EVELYN. 

Starved I . popular delusion ! Observe, my Lord — ^to 
squander money upon those who starve is only to afford 
encouragement to starvation ! 

STOUT. 

A very superior person that ! 

GLOaSMOBE. 

Atrocious principles! Give me the good old times 
when it was the duty of the rich to succour the distressed. 

EVELYN. 

On second thoughts, you are right, my Lord. I, too, 
know a poor woman — ^ill — dying — ^in want. Shall she, too, 
perish? 
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OL068MORE. 

Perish ! horrible !— in a Christian country. Perish ! 
Heaven forbid ! 

EYELTN {holding oui hit hand}. 

What, then, will you give her ? 

OL068MORE. 

Ehem ! Sir — the parish ought to give. 

STOUT. 

No ! — No ! — No ! Certainly not ! {toiti great vehemence!) 

OLOBBKORE. 

No ! no ! But I say yes I yes ! And if the parish 
refuse to maintain the poor, the only way left to a man of 
firmness and resolution, holding the principles that I do, 
and adhering to the constitution of our fathers, is to force 
the poor on the parish by never giving them a farthing 
one's self. 



SCENE VI. 

Sib John, Blount, Ladt Franklin, Gborgina, 
Glossmorb, Stout, Evelyn. 

sir JOHN. 

How d'ye do ? — Ah ! How d'ye do, gentlemen ? This 
is a most melancholy meeting ! The poor deceased I what 
a man he was ! 

BLOUNT. 

I was chwistened Pwedewick after him ! He was my 
first cousin. 
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SIB JOHN. 

And Georgina his own niece — ^next of kin ! — an excellent 
man, though odd — a kind heart, but no liver ! I sent him 
twice a-year thirty dozen of the Cheltenham waters. It's a 
comfort to reflect on these little attentions at such a time. 

STOUT. 

And I, too, sent him the Parliamentary debates regularly, 
bound in calf. He was my second cousin — sensible man — 
and a follower of Malthus : never married to increase the 
surplus population, and fritter away his money on his own 
children. And now 

EVELYN. 

He reaps the benefit of celibacy in the prospective 
gratitude of every cousin he had in the world ! 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

Hatha! ha! 

SIB JOHN. 

Hush ! hush ! decency. Lady Franklin ; decency I 

Enter Servant. 

SERVANT. 

Mr. Graves — Mr. Sharp. 

SIB JOHN. 

Oh, here's Mr. Graves ; that's Sharp the lawyer, who 
brought the will from Calcutta. 
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SCENE VIL 

Gratbb» Sharp, Sm John, &c. 

Chorus of Sir John, Glossmorb, Blount, Stout. 
Ah, Sir — Ah, Mr. Graves ! 

[Georoina kolcU her handkerchief to her eyes. 

SIR JOHN. 

A sad occasion ! 

ORAYXS. 

But everything in life is sad. Be comforted, Miss 
Vesey. True, you have lost an uncle ; but I — I have lost 
i wife — such a wife ! — ^the first of her sex — and the second 
cousin of the defunct! Excuse me. Sir John; at the 
sight of your mourning my wounds bleed afresh. 

[Servants hand rotmd wine and sandwiches. 

SIR JOHN. 

Take some refreshment — a glass of wine. 

GRAVES. 

Thank you ! — (very fine sherry !) — ^Ah ! my poor sainted 
Maria 1 Sherry was Aer wine: everything reminds me of 
Maria ! Ah, Lady Franklin ! you knew her. Nothing 
in life can charm me now. — (Aside.) A monstrous fine 
woman that I 
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BIB JOHN. 

And now to business. Evelyn, jou may retire. 

SHARP {looking at his notet). 

Evelyn — ^any relation to Alfred Evelyn ? 

BYKLTN. 

The same. 

SHARP. 

Cousin to the deceased, seven times removed. Be seated, 
sir; there may be some legacy, though trifling: aU thci 
relations, however distant, should be present. 



LADY FRANKUN. 

Then Clara is related — I will go for her. 



[Exii. 



Ah, Mr. Evelyn ; I hope you will come in for something 
-a few hundreds, or even more. 



Silence ! Hush ! Wugh ! ugh ! Attention ! 

[While the Lawyer opens ihe WiU, re-enter Ladt Franklin 
and Clara. 

SHARP. 

The will is very short — ^being all personal property. 
He was a man that always came to the point. 

SIR JOHN. 

I wish there were more like him I — {Groans and shakes 

his head,) 

\Chor%u groan a/nd shake their heads. 
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SHARP {reading), 

"I, Prederick James Mordaunt, of Calcutta, being at 

the present date of sound mind, though infirm body, do 

hereby give, will and bequeath — Imprimis, To my second 

cousin, Benjamin Stout, Esq., of Pall Mall, London— 

[Choru8 exhibit lively emotion. 

Being the value of the Parliamentary Debates with which 

he has been pleased to trouble me for some time past— • 

deducting the carriage thereof, which he always forgot to 

pay — the sum of 14^. 2*. 4id, 

[Chorui breathe more freely, 

STOUT. 

Eh, what ?— 14^. ? Oh, hang the old miser ! 

SIB JOHN. 

Decency — decency 1 Proceed, sir. 

SHABF. 

" Item. — ^To Sir Frederick Blount, Baronet, my nearest 

male relative " 

[Chonu exhibit lively emotion, 

BLOUNT. 

Poor old boy ! 

[Qbobgina puts her arm over Blount's chair, 

BHABP. 

" Being, as I am informed, the best-dressed young 
gentleman in London, and in testimony to the only merit 
I ever heard he possessed, the sum of 500^. to buy a 



[Chorus breathe more freely ; Qeoboina catches herfathet's 
eye, and removes her arm. 
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BLOUNT (}aughmg confusedly). 

Ha! ha I ha! Vewy poor wit — ^low! — ^vewy — ^vewy 
low! 

SIB JOHN. 

Silence, now, will you ? 

BHABF. 

"Item. — To Charles Lord Glossmore — ^who asserts that 
he is my relation — my collection of dried butterflies, and 
the pedigree of the Mordaunts from the reign of King 
John." 

[ChartLs as hrfore, 

6L0SSM0BE. 

Butterflies I — Pedigree ! — I disown the plebeian I 

BIB JOHN {(msfrUy), 

Upon my word, this is too revolting I Decency ! Go on. 

BHABF. 

"Item. — ^To Sir John Vesey, Baronet, Knight of the 
Guelph, F.E.S., F.S.A., &c/' 

[Choms as before. 

SIB JOHN. 

Hush I Now it is really interesting ! 

SHABF. 

" Who married my sister, and who sends me every year 
the Cheltenham waters, which nearly gave me my death, 
I bequeath — ^the empty bottles." 

SIB JOHN. 

Why, the ungrateful, rascally, old 
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CHORUS. 

Decency, Sir John— decency. 

BHABF. 

''Item.— To Henry Graves, Esq., of the Albany '' 

[Chomti <u before. 

GBATXS. 

Pooh ! gentlemen-— my usual luck — not even a ring, I 
dare swear I 

SHABF. 

''The sum of 5000/. in the Three per Cents." 

LABT FBAKKLIN. 

I wish you joy ! 

QBATES. 

Joy — ^pooh ! Three per Cents ! — ^Funds sure to go I 
Had it been land, now — ^though only an acre I — just like 
my luck. 

SHARP. 

" Item. — ^To my niece Georgina Vesey— — " 

[Ckorus as before. 

SOL JOHN. 

Ah, now it comes ! 

SHARP. 

"The sum of 10,000/. India stock, being, with her 
father's reputed savings, as much as a single woman ought 
to possess. 

SIB JOHN. 

And what the devil, then, does the old fool do with all 
his money ? 
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CHORUS. 

Eeally, Sir John, this is too revolting. Decency ! Hush ! 

SHABF. 

''And, with the aforesaid legacies and exceptions, I do 

will and bequeath the whole of my fortune, in India Stock, 

Bonds, Exchequer Bills, Three per Cent. Consols, and in 

the Bank of Calcutta (constituting him hereby sole residuary 

legatee and joint executor with the aforesaid Henry Graves, 

Esq.), to Alfred Evelyn, now, or formerly of Trinity College, 

Cambridge — 

\Univenal excUement, 

Being, I am told, an oddity, like myself — ^the only one of my 

relations who never fawned on me ; and, who, having known 

privation, may the better employ wealth," — And now. Sir, 

I have only to wish you joy, and give you this letter from 

the deceased — I believe it is important. 

EVELYN {cromrig over to Claba). 
Ah, Clara, if you had but loved me 1 

CLABA {ttiming away). 

And his wealth, even more than poverty, separates us 
lor ever I [Omnea crowd rownd to congratulaJte Evelyn. 

SIB JOHN {to GeOBGINA). 

Go, child — ^put a good face on it — he's an immense match! 
My dear fellow, I wish you joy : you are a great man now — a 
very great man! 

EVELYN (aside). 

And Aer voice alone is silent ! 
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LORD 0LO88MORE. 

K I can be of any use to you 



STOUT. 

Or I, sir 

BLOUNT. 

Or I ! Shall I put you up at the clubs ? 

SHABF. 

You will want a man of business. I transacted all 
Mr. Mordaunt's affairs. 

SIB JOHN. 

Tush, tush! Mr. Evelyn is at home here — always 
looked on him as a son ! Nothing in the world we would 
not do for him ! Nothing ! 

t EVELYN. 

Lend me 10/. for my old nurse ! 

\Qhjorui put their hands into their pochett* 



YOL. V. 
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ACT II. 

Scene I. — An ante-room in Evelyn's new houte; at one comer, hdiind 
a large Bcreen, Mb. Shabf vyntvng at a detk, hooka a/nd parchments 
before him. — ^Me. Crimson, the portrait-tinier; Mr. Grab, the 
publisher; Mr. MacStucco, the architect; Mb. Tabouret, the 
upholsterer; Mb. MaoFinch, the silversmith; Mb. Patent, the 
coachm,aJcer ; Mb. Kite, the horse-dealer; and Mb. Fbantz, the 
tailor. — (Servants cross to cmd fro the stooge,) 

PATENT (fo Fbantz, showing a drawing). 

Yes, sir; this is the Evelyn vis-^visl No one more 
the fashion than Mr. Evelyn. Money makes the man, sir. 



But de tailor, de Schneider, make de gentleman ! It is 
Mr. Frantz, of St. James's, who take his measure and his 
cloth, and who make de fine handsome noblemen and 
gentry, where de faders and de mutters make only de ugly 
little naked boys ! 

* MACSTUCCO. 

He's a mon o' teeste, Mr. Evelyn. He taulks o' buying 
a veela (villa), just to pool down and build oop again. — Ah, 
Mr. Macfinch ! a design for a piece of pleete, eh ? 
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1CACF1170H (thowing the drawing). 
Yees, sir^ the shield o' Alexander the Great^ to hold ices 
and lemonade I It will coost two thousand poon' ! 

MACSTUOOO. 

And ifs dirt cheap — ye're Scotch, am't ye ? 

MACriNOH. 

Aberdoimshire ! — scraitch me, and TU scraitch you ! 

[Door (U the hadk throion open,^Enter Etsltn. 

ETELTN. 

A levee, as usual. Good day. Ah, Tabouret, your 
designs for the draperies; very weU. And what do you 
want, Mr. Crimson ? 

camBON. 

Sir, if jon'i let me take your portrait, it would make 
my fortune. Every one says you^re the finest judge of 
paintings. 

KVKLTN. 

Of paintings ! paintings ! Are you sure Fm a judge of 
paintings ? 

ORIMSON. 

Oh, sir, didnH you buy the great Correggio for 4000/. ? 

EVELYN. 

True — I see. So 4000/. makes me an excellent judge 
of paintings. Fll call on you, Mr. Crimson, — good day. 
Mr. Grab — oh, you^re the publisher who once refused me 
5/. for my poem ? You are right, it was a sad doggerel. 

d2 
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GRAB. 

Doggerel! Mr. Evelyn^ it was sublime! But times 
were bad then. 

EVELYN. 

Very bad times with me. 

GRAB. 

But now, sir, if you will give me the preference, VYL 
push it, sir, — ril push it ! I only publish for poets in 
high life, sir ; and a gentleman of your station ought to be 
pushed ! — 500?. for the poem, sir ! 

EVELYN. 

500?. when I don't want it, where 51. once would have 
seemed a fortune. . 

" Now I am rich, what value in the lines ! 
How the wit brightens — ^how the sense refines ! " 

[2W»M to the rest, wJio mrrownd him, 

KITE. 

Thirty young horses from Yorkshire, sir ! 

PARENT (ahomng di-atoing). 

The Evelyn vis-k-vis ! 

HACFINCH {8hot€mg drawing). 

The Evelyn salver ! 

FBANTZ (opening his hundUf and with dignity). 

Sare, I have brought de coat — de great Evelyn coat. 

EVELYN. 

Oh, go to that is, go home ! Make me as celebrated 

for vis-a-vis, salvers, furniture, and coats, as I already am 
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for painting, and shortly shall be for poetry. I resign 

myself to you — go ! 

[Exiunt MAcriNCH, Patent, <fcc. 

Enter Stout. 

EVELYN. 

Stout, you look heated ! 

STOUT. 

I hear you have just bought the great Groginhole pro- 
perty. 

EVELYN. 

It is true. Sharp says it's a bargain. 

STOUT. 

Well, my dear friend Hopkins, member for Groginhole, 
canH live another month — ^but the interests of mankind 
forbid regret for individuals ! The patriot Popkins intends 
to start for the borough the instant Hopkins is dead ! — 
your interest will secure his election ! — now is your time ! 

put yourself forward in the march of enlightenment ! 

By all that is bigoted, here comes Glossmore ! 



SCENE 11. 
Stout, Glossmore, Evelyn ; Sharp stiU at his desk. 

GLpBSMORE. 

So lucky to find you at home ! Hopkins, of Groginhole, 
is not long for this world. Popkins, the brewer, is already 
canvassing underhand (so very ungentlemanlike !)• Keep 
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your interest for young Lord CJipher — ^a most valuable can- 
didate. This is an awful moment — ^the constitutiok 
depends on his return ! Vote for Cipher ! 



Fopkins is your man ! 

EVELTK (mtuingly). 

Cipher and Popkins — Popkins and Cipher ! Enlighten- 
ment and Popkins — Cipher and the Constitution ! I am 
puzzled ! Stout, I am not known at Groginhole. 

' STOUT. 

Your property 's known there ! 

But purity of election — independence of votes 



STOUT. 

To be sure: Cipher bribes abominably. Frustrate his 
schemes — preserve the liberties of the borough — turn every 
man out of his house who votes against enlightenment and 
Popkins ! 

EVELYN. 

Right ! — down with those who take the liberty to admire 
any liberty except our liberty ! That w liberty ! 

' GLOSSMOBE. 

Cipher has a stake in the country — will have 50,000^. a- 
year — Cipher will never give a vote without considering 
beforehand how people of 50,000/. a-year will be affected 
by the motion* 
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BVELTH. 

Eight : for as wittout law there would be no property, 
so to be the law for property is the only proper property of 
law ! — ^That is law.! 

STOUT. 

Popkins is all for economy — there's a sad waste of the 
public money — ^they give the Speaker '5000Z. a-year, when 
Fve a brother-in-law who takes the chair at the vestry, and 
who assures me confidentially heM consent to be Speaker 
for half the money ! 

GLOSSMOBE. 

Enough, Mr. Stout. — Mr. Evelyn has too much at stake 
for a leveller. 

STOUT. 

And too much sense for a bigot. 

EVELYN. 

Mr. Evelyn has no politics at all ! — ^Did you ever play at 
battledore ? 

BOTH. 

Battledore? 

EVELYN. 

Battledore I — that is a contest between two parties : both 
parties knock about something with singular skill — some- 
thing is kept up^-high — low — here — there — everywhere — - 
nowhere ! How grave are the players ! how anxious the 
bystanders I how noisy the battledores ! But when this 
something falls to the ground, only fancy — ^it's nothing but 
cork and feather I Go, and play by yourselves — Fm no 
hand at it ! 
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BTOUT (aside). 

Sad ignorance ! — Aristocrat ! 

GLOSSMOBE. 

Heartless principles ! — Parvenu ! 

STOUT. 

Then you don*t go against us ? — I'll bring Popkins to- 
morrow. 

GLOSSMOBE. 

Keep yourself free till I present Cipher to you. 

STOUT. 

I must go to inquire after Hopkins. The return of 
Popkins will be an era in history. 

lExit, 

GLOSSMOBE. 

I must be off to the club — the eyes of the country are 
upon Groginhole. If Cipher fail, the constitution is gone ! 

[Exit. 

EVELYN. 

Both sides alike ! Money versus Man ! — Sharp, come 
here — let me look at you ! You are my agent, my lawyer, 
my man of business. I believe you honest , — but what is 
honesty ? — where does it exist ? — in what part of us ? 



In the heart, I suppose, sir. 

EVELYN. 

Mr. Sharp, it exists in the breeches' pocket ! Observe : 
I lay this piece of yellow earth on the table— I contemplate 
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you both ; the man there — ^the gold here ! Now, there is 
many a man in those streets honest as you are, who moves, 
thinks, feels, and reasons as well as we do ; excellent in 
form — ^imperishable in soul ; who, if his pockets were three 
days empty, would sell thought, reason, body, and soul 
too, for that little coin ! Is that the fault of the man ? 
—no ! it is the fault of mankind ! God made man ; 
behold what mankind have made a god! When I was 
poor, I hated the world; now I am rich, I despise it! 

fools — ^knaves — hypocrites! By the bye. Sharp, send 

100^. to the poor bricklayer whose house was burned down 

yesterday 

Enter Graves. 

Ah, Graves, my dear friend ! what a world this is I — a 
cur of a world, that fawns on its master, and bites the 
beggar ! Ha ! ha ! it fawns on me now, for the beggar 
has bought the cur. 

GRAVES. 

It is an atrocious world! — But astronomers say that 
there is a travelling comet which must set it on fire one 
day, — and that's some comfort ! 

" EVELYN. 

Every hour brings its gloomy lesson — the temper sours 

— ^the affections wither — the heart hardens into stone! 

Zounds, Sharp ! what do you stan^ gaping there for ? — 

have you no bowels ? — why donH you go and see to the 

bricklayer ? 

[Exit Sharp. 
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SCENE m. 

/ 
Graves omd Evelyn. 

EVELYN. 

Graves, of all my new friends — and their name is Legion 
— you are the only one I esteem; there is sympathy 
between us — we take the same views of life. I am 
cordially glad to see you ! 

GRAVES {groaning). 

Ah ! why should you be glad to see a man so miserable ? 

EVELYN. 

Because I am miserable myself. 

GRAVES. 

You I Pshaw ! you have not been condemned to lose 
a wife ! 

EVELYN. 

But, plague on it, man, I may be condemned to take 
one ! — Sit down, and listen. I want a confidant ! — Left 
fatherless, when yet a boy, my poor mother grudged 
herself food to give me education. Some one had told 
her that learning was better than house and land — that^s 
a lie. Graves. 

GRAVES. 

A scandalous lie, Evelyn ! 
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EVELYN. 

On the strength of that lie I was put to school — sent 
to college, a sizar. Do you know what a sizar is ? In 
pride he is a gentleman — in knowledge he is a scholar — 
and he crawls about, amidst gentlemen and scholars, with 
the livery of a pauper on his back I I carried oflf the great 
prizes — I became distinguished — ^I looked to a high degree, 
leading to a fellowship; that is, an independence for 
myself — a home for my mother. One day a young lord 
insulted me — ^I retorted — ^he struck me — refused apology 
— ^refused redress. I was a sizE^r ! — a Pariah ! — a thing to 
he struck ! Sir, I was at least a man, and I horsewhipped 
him in the hall before the eyes of the whole College ! A 
few days, and the lord's chastisement was forgotten. The 
next day the sizar was expelled — the career of a life 
blasted ! That is the difference between Bich and Poor : 
it takes a whirlwind to move the one — a breath may 
nproot the other ! I came to London. As long as my 
mother lived I had one to toil for ; and I did toil — did hope 
— did struggle to be something yet. She died, and then, 
somehow, my spirit broke — I resigned myself to my fate ; 
the Alps above me seemed too high to ascend — I ceased to 
care what became of me. At last I submitted to be the 
poor relation — the hanger-on and gentleman-lackey of Sir 
John Vesey. But I had an object in that — ^there was one 
in that house whom I had loved at the first sight. 

GBAYES. 

And were you loved again ? 
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EVELYN. 

I fancied it, and was deceived. Not an hour before T 
inherited this mighty wealth I confessed my love, and was 
rejected because I was poor. Now, mark : you remember 
the letter which Sharp gave me when the will was read ? 

GRAVES. 

Perfectly; what were the contents ? 

EVELYN. 

After hints, cautions, and admonitions — ^half in irony, 
half in earnest (Ah, poor Mordaunt had known the world !), 
it proceeded — but Til read it to you : — " Having selected 
you as my heir, because I think money a trust to be placed 
where it seems likely to be best employed, I now — not 
impose a condition, but ask a favour. If you have formed 
no other and insuperable attachment, I could wish to 
suggest your choice : my two nearest female relations are 
my niece Georgina, and my third cousin, Clara Douglas, 
the daughter of a once dear friend. If you could see in 
either of these one whom you could make your wife, such 
would be a marriage that, if I live long enough to return 
to England, I would seek to bring about before I die." 
My friend, this is not a legal condition — the fortune does 
not rest on it ; yet, need I say that my gratitude considers 
it a moral obligation ? Several months have elapsed since 
thus called upon — I ought now to decide : you hear the 
names — Clara Douglas is the woman who rejected me ! 

GRAVES. 

But now she would accept you ! 
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EVELTN. 

And do you think I am so base a slave to passion^ that 
I would owe to my gold what was denied to mj affection P 

ORAYES. 

Bat you must choose one^ in common gratitude ; you 
ought to do so — ^yes, there you are right. Besides^ you are 
constantly at the house — ^the world observes it : you must 
have raised hopes in one of the girls. Yes ; it is time to 
decide between her whom you love and her whom you 
do not ! 

EVELYN. 

Of the two, then, I would rather marry where I should 
exact the least. A marriage, to which each can bring sober 
esteem and calm regard, may not be happiness, but it may 
be content. But to marry one whom you could adore, and 
whose heart is closed to you — ^to yearn for the treasure, and 
only to claim the casket — to worship the statue that you 
never may warm to life — Oh ! such a marriage would be a 
hell,' the more terrible because Paradise was in sight. 

GRAVES. 

Oeorgina is pretiy, but vain and frivolous. — {Aside.) 
But he has no right to be fastidious — he has never known 
Maria ! — (Aloud.) Yes, my dear friend, now I think on it, 
you will be as wretched as myself ! — When you are married 
we will mingle our groans together ! 

EVELTN. 

You may misjudge Georgina; she may have a nobler 
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nature than appears on tiie surface. On the day, but 
before the hour, in which the will was read, a letter, in a 
strange or disguised hand, signed ^^ From an unknown friend 
to Alfred Evelyn" and enclosing what to a girl would have 
been a considerable sum, was sent to a poor woman for 
wh(Hn I had implored charitj, and whose address I had 
only given to Georgina. 

GSATX9. 

Why not assure yourself? 

EYELTN. 

Because I have not dared. For sometimes, against my 
reason, I have hoped that it might be Clara ! {taking a letter 
from Aig bosom and looking at it.) No, I can't recognise 
the hand. Graves, I detest that girl. 

GBAYES. 

Who ? Georgina ? 

EVELYN. 

No; Clara! But Fve already, thank Heaven! taken 
some revenge upon her. Come nearer. — {Whispers,) Tve 
bribed Sharp to say that Mordaunt's letter to me contained 
a codicil leaving Clara Douglas 20,000^. 

GRAVES. 

And didn't it ? How odd, then, not to have mentioned 
her in his will ! 

EVELYN. 

One of his caprices : besides. Sir John wrote him word 
that Lady Franklin had adopted her. But Fm glad of it — 
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Fve paid the money — ske's no more a dependant No one 
can insult her now — she owes it all to me, and does not 
guess it, man — does not guess it ! — owes it to me, — ^me 
whom she rejected ; — me, the poor scholar ! — Ha ! ha ! — 
there's some spite in that, eh ? 

GRAVES. 

You're a fine fellow, Evelyn, and we understand each 
other. Perhaps Clara juay have seen the address, and 
dictated this letter after all ! 

EVELYN. 

Do you think so ? — ^I'll go to the house this instant ! 

GRAVES. 

Eh ? Humph! Then Til go with you. That Lady 
Franklin is a fine woman ! If she were not so gay, I think 
— ^I could 

BVBLTN. 

No; no; don't think any such thing; women are even 
worse than men. 

GRAVES. 

True ; to love is a boy's madness ! 

EVELYN. 

To feel is to suffer. 

GRAVES. 

To hope is to be deceived. 

EVELYN- 

I have done with romance ! 
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GRAVES. 

Mine is buried with Maria ! 

EVELYN. 

If Clara did but write this 



GRAVES. 

Make haste, or Lady Franklin will be out ! — A vale of 
tears ! — a vale of tears ! 

EVELYN. 

A vale of tears, indeed ! 

[Exeimt, 
Re-enter Graves for his hat. 

GRAVES. 

And I left my hat behind me I Just like my luck ! If I 
had been bred a hatter, little boys would have come into 

the world without heads.* 

[Exit. 



SCENE IV. 

Drawitig-rooTM at Sir John Vesey's, cw in Act I,y Scene I. 
Lady Franklin, Clara, Servant. 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

Past two, and I have so many places to go to ! Tell 
Philipps I want the carriage directly — ^instantly. 

* For this melancholy jest Mr. Graves is indebted to a poor Italian poet. 
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8 BRYANT. 

1 beg pardon, my Lady; Philipps told me to say the 
youDg horse had fallen lame, and could not be used to-day. 

[Exit, 

LADY PRAKKLIN. 

Well, on second thoughts, that is lucky ; now I have an 
excuse for not making a great many tedious visits. I must 
borrow Sir John^s horses for the ball to-night. Oh, Clara, 
you must see my new turban from Carson's — ^the prettiest 
thing in the world, and so becoming ! 

CLARA. 

Ah, Lady Franklin, you'll be so sorry — but — but 

LADT FRANKLIN. 

But what? 

CLARA. 

Such a misfortune ! poor Smith is in tears — I promised to 
break it to you. Your little Charley had been writing his 
copy, and spilt the ink on the table ; and Smith not seeing 
it — and taking out the turban to put in the pearls as you 
desired — she — she 

LADT FRANKLIN. 

Ha I ha ! laid it on the table, and the ink spoilt it. Ha ! 
ha ! — how well I can fancy the face she made ! Seriously, 
on the whole it is fortunate ; for I think I look best, after 
all, in the black hat and feathers. 

CLARA. 

Dear Lady Franklin, you really have the sweetest 
temper ! 
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LADT FRANKLIN. 

I hope so — for it's the most becoming turban a woman 
can wear ! Think of that when you marry. Oh, talking 
of marriage, Fve certainly made a conquest of Mr. Graves, 

CLARA. 

Mr. Graves ! I thought he was inconsolable. 

LADT FRANKLIN. 

For his sainted Maria ! Poor man ! not contented with 
plaguing him while she lived, she must needs haunt him 
now she is dead. 

CLARA. 

But why does he regret her ? 

LADT FRANKUN. 

Why ? Because he has everything to make him happy 
— easy fortune, good health, respectable character. And 
since it is his delight to be miserable,, he takes the only ex- 
cuse the world will allow him. Por the rest — it's the way 
with widowers; that is, whenever they mean to marry 
again. But, my dear Clara, you seem absent — ^pale — 
unhappy — ^tears, too ? 

CLARA. 

No — ^no — not tears. No ! 

LADT FRANKLIN. 

Ever since Mr. Mordaunt left you 20,000/. every one 
admires you. Sir Frederick is desperately smitten. 

CLARA {with disdain). 

Sir Frederick ! 
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LADY FRANKLIN. 

Ah I Clara, be comforted — T know your secret : I am 
certain that Evelyn loves you, 

CLARA. 

He did — ^it is past now. He misconceived me when he 
was poor ; and now he is rich, it. is not for me to explain. 

LADT FRANKLIN. 

My dear child, happiness is too rare to be sacrificed to a 
scruple. Why does he come here so often ? 

CLARA. 

Perhaps for Georgina ! 

3nter Sir John, and twma over the hooks, itc., on the table, 
as if to look for the newspaper, 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

Pooh ! Georgina is my niece ; she is handsome and 
accomplished — ^but her father^s worldliness has spoilt her 
nature — she is not worthy of Evelyn ! Behind the humour 
of his irony there is something noble — something that may 
yet be great. • Eor his sake as well as yours let me at 
least 

CLARA. 

Eecommend me to his pity ? Ah, Lady Eranklin ! if he 
addressed me from dictation, I should again refuse him. 
No ; if he cannot read my heart — if he will not seek to 
read it, let it break unknown. 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

You mistake me, my dear child : let me only tell him 

x2 
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that you dictated tliat letter — that you sent that money to 
his old nurse. Poor Clara ! it was your little aU. He will 
then know, at least, if avarice be your sin. 

CLABA. 

He would have guessed it, had his love been like mine. 

LADT TBANKLXK. 

Guessed it ! — ^nonsense ! The handwriting unknown to 
him — every reason to think it came from Georgina. 

SIR JOHN {aside). 

Hum ! Came from Georgina ! 

LADY FBANKLnr. 

Come, let me tell him tAis. I know the effect it would 
have upon his choice. 

CLARA. 

Choice ! oh, that humiliating word ! No, Lady JVanklin, 
no ! Promise me ! 

LADY FRANKLIK. 

But 

CLARA. 

No ! Promise — faithfully — sacredly. 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

Well, I promise. 

CLARA. 

You know how fearful is my character — ^no infant is 

more timid : if a poor spider cross the floor, you often 

laugh to see me grow pale and tremble ; and yet I would 

* lay this hand upon the block — I would walk barefoot over 
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the ploughshare of the old ordeal — to save Alfred Evelyn 
one moments pain. But I have refused to share his 
poverty, and I should die with shame if he thought I had 
now grown enamoured of his wealth. My kind friend, you 
will keep your promise ? 

LADY FBANKLnir. 

Yes, since it must be so. 

CLARA. 

Thanks. I — I — ^forgive me — I am not well. 

[Eant. 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

What fools these girls are ! — they take as much pains to 
lose a husband as a poor widow does to get one ! 

SIR JOHN. 

Have you seen "The Times ^^ newspaper? Where the 
deuce is the newspaper ? I can't find " The Times '' news- 
paper. 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

I think it is in my room. Shall I fetch it ? 

SIR JOHN. 

My dear sister — ^you're the best creature. Do ! 

[Exit Lady Franklin. 
Ugh ! you unnatural conspirator against your own family 1 
What can this letter be ? Ah ! I recollect something. 

Enter Qeoroina. 

GEORGINA. 

Papa, I want 
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SIR JOHN. 

Yes, I know what you want well enough ! Tell me — 
were you aware that Clara had sent money to that old 
nurse Evelyn bored us about the day of the will ? 

GEOBGINA. 

No ! He gave me the address, and I promised, if 

SIB JOHN. 

Gave you tie address ? — ^that^s lucky ! Hush ! 
EviJkT Servant. 

Mr. Graves — ^Mr. Evelyn. 



SCENE V. 

Graves, Evelyn, Sir John, Georoina, Lady Franklin. 
LADY FRANKLIN (retwming). 

Here is the newspaper. 

GRAVES. 

Ay — ^read the newspapers ! — they^U tell you what this 
world is made of. Daily calendars of roguery and woe ! 
Here, advertisements from quacks, money-lenders, cheap 
warehouses, and spotted boys with two heads. So much 
for dupes and impostors ! Turn to the other column — 
police reports, bankruptcies, swindling, forgery, and a 
biographical sketch of the snub-nosed man who murdered 
his own three little cherubs at Pentonville. Do you fancy 
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tliese but exceptions to the general virtue and health of the 
nation ? — ^Turn to the leading articles ; and your hair will 
stand on end at the horrible wickedness or melancholy 
idiotism of that half the population who think differently 
from yourself. In my day I have seen already eighteen 
crises, six annihilations of Agriculture and Commerce, four 
overthrows of the Church, and three last, final, awful, and 
irremediable destructions of the entire Constitution, And 
thaf s a newspaper ! 

LADT FRANKLIN. 

Ha ! ha ! your usual vein ! always so amusing and good- 
humoured ! 

GRAVES {frowniiig cmd very angry). 

Ma^am — good-humoured ! 

LADT FRANKLIN. 

Ah ! you should always wear that agreeable smile ; you 
look so much younger — so much handsomer — ^when you 
smile! 

GRAVES {softened). 

Ma'am A charming creature, upon my word ! 

LADY FRANKLIN, 

You have not seen the last HB. ? It is excellent. I 
think it might make you laugA, But, by the bye, I donH 
think you can laugh. 

GRAVES. 

Ma'am — I have not laughed since the death of my 
sainted Ma 
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LADT FRANKLIK. 

Ah! and that spiteful Sir Frederick says you never 
laugh, because ^But you'll be angry ? 

OBATSS. 

Angry ! — pooh ! I despise Sir Frederick too much to 
let anything he says have the smallest influence over me ! 
He says I don't laugh, because 

LADY FBANKLIN. 

You have lost your front teeth ! 

ORAYES. 

Lost my front teeth ! Upon my word ! Ha ! ha ! ha ! 
That's too good — capital ! Ha ! ha ! ha ! [latighing from 
ear to ear.) 

LADT FBANKLIN. 

Ha! ha! ha! 

\Tfuy retire to the table in the inner dramng^oom, 
EVXLTN {(uide). 

Of course Clara will not appear ! — avoids me as usual ! 
But what do I care ? — what is she to me ? Nothing ! I'll 
swear this is her glove ! — ^no one else has so small a hand* 
She'll miss it — so — so ! Nobody's looking — I'll keep it, 
just to vex her. 

SIB JOHN (to Georoina). 

Yes — yes — leave me to manage : you took his portrait, 
as I told you ? 

GEORGINA. 

Yes — ^but I could not catch the expression. I got Clara 
to touch it up. 
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SIR JOHN. 

That girFs always in the way ! 

Enter Captain Dudley Smooth. 

SMOOTH. 

Good morning, dear John. Ah, Miss Vesey, you have 
no idea of the conquests you made at ALnack's last night ! 

EYEiiYN {examining him curiomJy whUe Smooth is talking to Georgina). 
And that's the celebrated Dudley Smooth ! 

SIB JOHN. 

More commonly called Deadly Smooth ! — the finest 
player at whist, ^cart^, billiards, chess, and picquet, between 
this and the Pyramids — ^the sweetest manners ! — always 
calls you by your Christian name. But take care how you 
play at cards with him ! 

EVELYN. 

He does not cheat, I suppose ? 

SIB JOHN. 

Hist ! No ! — but he always mns ! Eats up a brace of 
lords and a score or two of guardsmen every season, and 
runs through a man's fortune like a course of the Carlsbad 
waters. He's an uncommonly clever fellow ! 

EVELYN. 

Clever ? yes ! When a man steals a loaf we cry down the 
knavery — when a man diverts his neighbour's mill-stream to 
grind his own com, we cry up the cleverness ! — And every 
one courts Captain Dudley Smooth ! 
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SIR JOHN. 

Why, who could offend him? — the best-bred, civillest 
creature — and a dead shot ! There is not a cleverer man 
in the three kingdoms. 

EVELYN. 

A study — a study ! — ^let me examine him ! Such men 
are living satires on the world. 

SMOOTH (pasiimg his arm caressingly over Sir John's skovXder), 
ISlL^ dear John, how well you are looking ! A new lease 
of life ! Introduce me to Mr. Evelyn. 

EVELYN. 

Sir, it's an honour Fve long ardently desired. 

[They how amd ^uxke hands. 

Enter Sir Frederick Blount. 

BLOUNT. 

How d'ye do, Sir John? Ah, Evelyn — I wished so 
much to see you. 

EVELYN. 

'Tis my misfortune to be visible ! 

BLOUNT. 

A little this way. You know, perhaps, that I once paid 
my addwesses to Miss Vesey ; but since that vewy eccentwic 
will Sir John has shuffled me off, and hints at a pwior 
attachment — {aside) which I know to be false. 

EVELYN (seeing Clara). 
A prior attachment ! — (Ha 1 Clara !) Well, another time^ 
my dear Blount, 
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Bnter Clara. 

BLOUNT. 

stay a moment — I want you to do me a favour with 
regard to Miss Douglas. 

EVELYN. 

Miss Douglas ! 

BLOUNT. 

Yes ; — ^you see, though Georgina has gweat expectations, 
and Stingy Jack will leave her all that he has, yet she has 
only her legacy of 10,000/, at the moment — no doubt 
closely settled on herself too : Clawa has 20,000/. And, I 
think, Clawa always liked me a little. 

EVELYN. 

You ! I dare say she did ! 

BLOUNT. 

It is whispered about that you mean to pwopose to 
Georgina. Nay, Sir John more than hinted that was her 
pwior attachment ! 

EVELYN. 

Indeed ! 

BLOUNT. 

Now, as you are all in all with the family, if you could 
say a word for me to Miss Douglas, I don^t see what harm 
it could do me 1 — {Aside.) I will punish Georgina for her 
pwerfidy. 

EVELYN. 

'Sdeath, man ! speak for yourself ! you are just the sort 
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of man for young ladies to like — they understand you — 
you're of their own level. Pshaw ! you're too modest — ^you 
want no itiediator ! 



My dear fellow, you flatter me. Fm well enough in my 
way. But you, you know, would cawwy evewything before 
you ! — ^you're so confoundedly wich ! 

EVELTN (jtuming to Clara). 
Miss Douglas, wliat do you think of Sir Frederick 
Blount? Observe him. He is well dressed — ^young — 
tolerably handsome — (Blount hovnng) bows with an air — 
has plenty of small-talk — every thing to captivate. Yet he 
thinks that, if he and I were suitors to the same lady, I 
should be more successful because I am richer. What say 
you ? Is love an auction ? — and do women's hearts go to 
the highest bidder ? 

CLARA. 

Their hearts ? — ^No. 

EVELYN. 

But their hands — yes ! You turn away. Ah, you dare 
not answer that question ! 

GE0R6INA {aside). 

Sir Frederick flirting with Clara? Fll punish him for 
his perfidy. You are the last person to talk so, Mr. 
Evelyn ! — ^you, whose wealth is your smallest attraction — 
you, whom every one admires — so witty, such taste, such 
talent ! Ah, Fm very foolish ! 



Digitized 



by Google 



SOKHB v.] MONEY. 61 

^ SIR JOHN {clapping him on the shoulder). 
You must not turn my little girFs head. Oh^ you're 
a sad fellow ! Apropos, I must show you Georgina's last 
drawings. She has wonderfully improved since you gave 
her lessons in perspective. 

GEOBOINA. 

No, papa ! — No, pray, no ! Nay, don't ! 

SIB 30B^. 

Nonsense, child ! — ^it's very odd, but she's more afraid 
of you than of any one ! 

SMOOTH {to Blount taking snuff). 

He's an excellent father, our dear John ! and supplies 

the place of a mother to her. 

\Twms away to Lady Franklin amd Graves. 

[Evelyn cmd Qeoroina seat themselves, and look over the 
dravnngs ; Sir John leans over them ; Sir Frederick 
converses with Clara ; Evelyn watching them. 



Beautiful ! — a view from Tivoli. (Death ! — she looks 
down while he speaks to her !) Is there a little fault in 
that colouring ? (She positively blushes !) But this 

Jupiter is superb. (What a d d coxcomb it is !) 

{Rising,) Oh, she certainly loves him — I too can be 
loved elsewhere — ^I too can see smiles and blushes on the 
fcice of another 

GEORGINA. 

Are you not well ? 
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I beg pardon. Yes, jon. are indeed improved ! Ah, 
who so accomplished as Miss Vesey ? 

[Takes up the drawings ; pays her marked attention in 
dumb show. 



Yes, Sir Frederick, the concert was very crowded ! — ^Ah, 
I see that Georgina consoles him for the past ! He has 
only praises for her, nothing but taunts for me ! 

BLOUNT. 

I wish you would take my opewa-box next Saturday — 
'tis the best in the house. Fm not wich, but I spend 
what I have on myself! I make a point to have evewy- 
thing the best in a quiet way. Best opewa-box — best 
dogs — ^best horses — best house of its kind. I want nothing 
to complete my establishment but the best wife ! 

CLARA {cLbstrajctedly), 

That will come in good time. Sir Prederick. 

EVELYN. 

Oh, it will come — will it ? Georgina refused the trifler 
— 8he courts him {taking up a portrait). Why, what is 
this ? — my own 

GEORGINA. 

You must not look at that — you must not, indeed. 
I did not know it was there ! 

SIR JOHN. 

Your own portrait, Evelyn! Why, child, I was not 
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aware you took likenesses : — that's something new. Upon 
my word it's a strong resemblance. 



Oh, no — it does not do him justice. Give it to me. 
I will tear it. {Aside,) That odious Sir Frederick ! 

EVELYN. 

Nay, you shall not. 

GLARA. 

So — so — he loves her, then! Misery — misery! But 
he shall not perceive it! No — no — I can be proud 
too. Ha ! ha ! — Sir Frederick — excellent — excellent — ^you 
are so entertaining— ha ! ha! {}augJi% hysterically), 

EVELYN. 

Oh, the aflfectation of coquets — they cannot even laugh 
naturally ! 

[Clara looks at him reproachfvUyy and walks aside with 
Sir Frederick. 

But where is the new guitar you meant to buy, Miss 
Vesey — ^the one inlaid with tortoiseshell ? It is nearly 
a year since you set your heart on it, and I donH see it yet ! 

SIR JOHN (taking kirn aside confidentially). 

The guitar — oh, to tell you a secret — she applied the 
money I gave her for it to a case of charity several months 
ago — the very day the will was read. I saw the letter 
lying on the table, with the money in it. Mind, not a 
word to her — she'd never forgive me ! 
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EVELYN. 

Letter! — money! What was the name of the person 
she relieved ? — not Stanton ? 

8IB JOHK. 

I don't remember, indeed. 

EVELYN (taking out the letter). 

This is not her hand I 

8IB JOHN. 

No ! I observed at the time it was not her hand^ but 1 
got out from her that she did not wish the thing to 
be known, and had employed some one else to copy it. 
May I see the letter ? Tes, I think this is the wording. 
But I did not mean to tell you what case of charity it was. 
I promised Georgy I would not. Still, how did she know 
Mrs. Stanton's address ? — you never gave it to me ! 

EVELYN. 

I gave it to her, Sir John. 

OLABA ((U the distance). 

Yes, m go to the opera, if Lady Franklin will. Do go, 
dear Lady Franklin ! — on Saturday, then. Sir Frederick. 

[Exit Blount. 

EVELYN. 

Sir John, to a man like me, this simple act of unostenta- 
tious generosity is worth all the accomplishments in the 
world. A good heart — a tender disposition — a charity that 
shuns the day — a modesty that blushes at its own excellence — 
an impulse towards something more divine than Mammon ;— 
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such are the true accomplishments whicli preserve beauty 
for ever young. Such I have sought in the partner 
I would take for life;— such have I found — alas! not 
where I had dreamed ! — Miss Vesey, I will be honest — I 
say, then frankly — {as Claba approaches, raising his voice 
and looking fixedly at her) — I have loved another — deeply 
— ^truly — bitterly — vainly! I cannot offer to you, as I 
did to her, the fair first love of the human heart — ^rich with 
all its blossoms and its verdure. But if esteem — ^if grati- 
tude — ^if an earnest resolve to conquer every recollection 
that would wander from your image ; — ^if these c^n tempt 
you to accept my hand and fortune, my life shall be a 
study to deserve your confidence. 

[Clara stcmdi motionless, clasping her hands, and then 
slowly seats herself. 

SIR JOHN. 

The happiest day of my life ! 

[Clara /o^ hack in her chair, 

EVELYN (darting forward), 
(Aside.) She is pale ; she faints ! What have I done ? 
Oh heaven ! — Clara ! 

CLARA (rising with a smiie). 

Be happy, my cousin — be happy ! Yes, with my whole 
heart I s^y it — be happy, Alfred Evelyn ! 



Digitized 



by Google 



86 MONEY. [act III. 



ACT in. 

Scene I. — The dravnng^rowm in Sia John Veset's hovMe, 

Sir John, Qeorgina. 
t 

SIR JOHN. 

And he has not pressed you to fix the wedding-day ? 

GEORGINA. 

No ; and since he proposed he comes here so seldom, 
and seems so gloomy. Heiglio ! Poor Sir Frederick was 
twenty times more amusing. 

SIR JOHN. 

But Evelyn is fifty times as rich ! 

GEORGINA. 

Sir Frederick dresses so well ! 

SIR JOHN. ' 

You'll have magnificent diamonds; but a word with 
you : I saw you yesterday in the square with Sir Frederick; 
that must not happen again. When a young lady is 
engaged to one man, nothing is so indecorous as to flirt 
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with another. It might endanger your marriage itself. 
Oh, it's highly indecorous ! 

GBOBGINA. 

Don't be afraid, papa, — he takes up with Clara. 

SIR JOHN. 

Who, Evelyn ? 

OEOBOIMA. 

Sir Frederick. Heigho !— I hate artful girls. 

SIB JOHN. 

The settlements will be splendid ! if anything happens, 
nothing can be handsomer than your jointure. 

GEORGINA. 

My own kind papa, you always put tilings so pleasantly. 
But do you not fear lest he discover that Clara wrote the 
letter? 

SIB JOHN. 

No ; and I shall get Clara out of the house. But there 
is something else that makes me very uneasy. You know 
that no sooner did Evelyn come into possession of his 
fortune than he launched out in the style of a prince. His 
house in London is a palace, and he has bought a great estate 
in the country. Look how he lives ! — Balls — ^banquets — 
fine arts — fiddlers — charities — and the devil to pay ! 

QEOBGINA. 

Bat if he can afford it 

SIB JOHN. 

Oh ! so long as he stopped there I had no apprehension \ 

f2 
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but since lie proposed for you he is more extravagant thafi 
ever. They say he has taken to gambling: and he is 
always with Captain Smooth. No fortune can stand 
Deadly Smooth ! If he gets into a scrape he may fall off 
from the settlements. We must press the marriage at once. 

GEORGINA. 

Heigho! Poor Frederick! You don't think he is 
really attached to Clara ! 



Upon my word I can't say. Put on your bonnet, and 
come to Storr and Mortimer's to choose the jewels. 



The jewels ; — ^yes — the drive w^ill do me good. So you'll 
send away Clara? — she's so very deceitful. 

SIR JOHN. 

Never fear — yes — tell her to come to me. 

\Exi/t Georgika. 

Yes ; I must press on this marriage ; Greorgina has not 
wit enough to manage him — at least till he's her husband, 
and then all women find it smooth sailing. This matcli 
will make me a man of prodigious importance ! I suspect 
he'll give me up her ten thousand pounds. I can't think 
of his taking to gambling, for I love him as a son — and I 
look on his money as my own. 
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SCENE 11. 

Clara and Sib John. 

SIR JOHN. 

Clara, my love ! 

CLARA. 

Sir 

SIR JOHN. 

My dear, what I am going to say may appear a little rude 
and unkind, but you know my character is frankness. — To 
the point, then ; my poor child, I am aware of your attach-, 
ment to Mr. Evelyn 

CLARA. 

Sir ! m^ attachment ? 

SIB JOHN. 

It is generally remarked. Lady Kind says you are 
falling away. My poor girl, I pity you — I do, indeed ! 
Now, there's that letter you wrote to his old nurse — it has 
got about somehow — and the world is so ill-natured. I 
don't know if I did right; but after he had proposed to 
Georgy — (of course not before!) — I thought it so un- 
pleasant for you, as a young lady, to be suspected of 
anything forward with respect to a man who was not 
attached to you, that I rather let it be supposed that 
Georgy herself vjxoi^ the letter. 
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CLARA. 

Sir, I don't know what right you had to 



SIR JOHN. 

That's very true, my dear : and Fve been thinking since 
that I ought perhaps to tell Mr. Evelyn that the letter was 
yours — shall I ? 

CLARA. 

No, sir ; I beg you will not. I — I — {weejjs), 

SIR JOHN. 

My dear Clara, don't cry ; I would not have said this 
for the world, if I was not a little anxious about my own 
girl. Georgina is so unhappy at what every one says of 
your attachment 

CLARA. 

Every one ? — Oh, torture ! 

SIB JOHN. 

That it preys on her spirits — it even irritates her temper ! 
You see, though the marriage will take place almost 
immediately, Mr. Evelyn does not come so often as he 
ought. In a word,. I fear these little jealousies and 
suspicions will tend to embitter their future union. — Fna 
a father — ^forgive me. 

CLARA. 

Embitter their union ! Oh, never ! What would you 
have me do, sir ? 

SIR JOHN. 

Why, you're now independent. Lady Franklin seems 
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\ 

resolved to stay in town. Surely she can't mean to take 
her money out of the family by some foolish inclination 
for Mr. Graves ? He is always purring and whining about 
the house^ like a black cat in the megrims. What think 
you, eh ? 

CLARA. 

Sir, it was of myself — ^my unhappy self, you were 
speaking. 

BIB JOHN. 

Sly ! ^True; true ! What I meant to say was this : 

— ^Lady Eranklin persists in staying kere: you are your 
own mistress. Mrs. Carlton, aunt to my late wife, is going 
abroad for a short time, and would be delighted if you 
would accompany her. 

CLABA. 

It is the very favour I would have asked of you. {Aside.) 
I shall escape at least the struggle and the shame. When 
does she go ? 

SIR JOHN. 

In five days — next Monday. — You forgive me ? 

CLARA. 

Sir, I thank you. 

SIR JOHN (dratnng the taUe), 

Suppose, then, you write a line to her yourself, and 
settle it at once ? 

Enter Servant. 

SERVANT. 

The carriage. Sir John ; Miss Vesey is quite ready. 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



72 MONEY. [act UI. 

SIR JOHN. 

Wait a moment. Shall I tell Evelyn you wrote the 
letter? 

CLARA. 

No, sir, I implore you. 

SIR JOHN. 

But it would be awkward for Georgy, if discovered. 

CLARA. 

It never shall be. 

SIR JOHN. 

Well, well, as you please. I know nothing could be 

so painful to a young lady of pride and delicacy. 

James, if Mr. Serious, the clergyman, calls, say Fm gone 
to the great meeting at Exeter Hall : if Lord Spruce calls, 
say you believe Fm gone to the rehearsal of Cinderella. 
Oh! and if Mac Finch should come — (Mac Finch, who 
duns me three times a-week) — ^say Fve hurried off to 
Garrawa/s to bid for the great Bulstrode estate. Just put 
the Duke of Lofty^s card carelessly on the hall table. 
And I say, James, I expect two gentlemen a little before 
dinner — Mr. Squab the Kadical, and Mr. Quahn of the 
great Marylebone Conservative Association. Show Squab 
into the study, and be sure to give him the "Weekly 
True Sun," — Qualm into the back parlour, with the 
"Times'' and the "Morning Post." One must have 
a little management in this world. All humbug! — all 
humbug, upon my soul ! 

[Exit, 
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CLARA {folding the letter). 

There — ^it is decided ! A few days, and we are parted 
for ever ! — a few weeks, and another will bear his name — 
his wife! Oh, happy fate! She will have the right to 
say to him — ^though the whole world should hear her — 
" I am thine ! " And I embitter their lot — I am the 
cloud upon their joyous sunshine ! And yet, O Alfred ! 
if she loves thee — if she knows thee — if she values thee — 
and, when thou wrongest her, if she can forgive, as I do — 
I can bless her when far away, and join her name in my 
prayer for thee ! 

EVELYN (wUhotU). 

Miss Vesey just gone ? Well, I will write a line. 



SCENE III. 
Evelyn and Clara. 



EVELYN. 

{Aside,) So — Clara I Do not let me disturb you, 
Miss Douglas. 

CLARA {going). 

Nay, I have done. 

EVELYN. 

I see that my presence is always odious to you. It is 
a reason why I come so seldom. But be cheered, madam : 
I am here but to fix the day of my marriage, and I shall 
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then go into the country — till— till In short, this is 

the last time my visit will banish you from the room I oAter. 

CLABA (oHde). 

The last time ! — ^and we shall then meet no moi*e ! — ^And 
to part thus for ever — ^in scorn — ^in anger — I cannot bear 
it I {A.j[)proaching him,) Alfred, my cousin, it is true, 
this may be the last time we shall meet — I have made 
my arrangements to quit England. 

EVELTK. 

To quit England? 

CLARA. 

But before I go, let me thank you for many a past 
kindness, which it is not for an orphan easily to forget. 

EYBLTN {meckaniciiUy). 
To quit England ! 

CLARA. 

I have long wished it : but enough of me. Evelyn, 

now that you are betrothed to another — now, without 
recurring to the past — now, without the fear of mutual 
error and mistake — something of our old friendship may 

at least return to us. And if, too, I dared, I have 

that on my mind which only a friend — a, sister — ^might 
presume to say to you. 

EVELTS {moved). 

Miss Douglas — Clara — if there is aught that I could 
do — ^if, while hundreds — strangers — ^beggars — tell me that 
I have the power, by opening or shutting this worthless 
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hand^ to bid sorrow rejoice, or poverty despair — if — if my 
life — ^my heart's blood — could render to you one such 
service as my gold can give to others — ^why, speak ! — and 
the past you allude to, — yes, even that bitter past, — 
I will cancel and forget ! 

CLARA (holding ma her hand). 

We are friends, then ! you are again my cousin ! my 
brother. 

EVELYN (dnypping her hand). 
Brother ! Ah ! say on ! 



I speak, then, as a sister — ^herself weak, inexperienced, 
ignorant, nothing — might speak to a brother, in whose 
career she felt the ambition of a man. Oh, Evelyn, when 
you inherited this vast wealth I pleased myself with 
imagining how you would wield the power delegated to 
your hands. I knew your benevolence — ^your intellect — 
—your genius! — the ardent mind couched beneath the 
cold sarcasm of a long-baffled spirit! I saw before me 
the noble and bright career open to you at last — and 
I often thought that, in after years, when far away — as I 
soon shall be — I should hear your name identified, not 
with what fortxme can give the base, but with deeds and 
ends to which, for the great, fortune is but the instrument ; 
— ^I often thought that I should say to my own heart — 
weeping proud and delicious tears — " And once this man 
loved me ! " 
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EVELYN. 

No more, Clara ! — oh, heavens !— no more ! 

CLARA. 

But ha% it been so ? — have you been true to your own 

self ? Pomp — parade — ^luxuries — pleasures — ^follies ! — 

all these might distinguish others — ^they do but belie the 

ambition and the soul of Alfred Evelyn ! Oh ! pardon 

me — I am too bold — I pain — I offend you. Ah, I 

should not have dared thus much had I not thought at 
times, that — that 

EVELYN. 

That these follies — these vanities — this dalliance with a 
loftier fate were your own work ! You thought that, and 
you were right ! Perhaps, indeed, after a youth steeped 
to the lips in the hyssop and gall of penury — ^perhaps I 
might have wished royally to know the full value of that 
dazzling and starry life which, from the last step in the 
ladder, I had seen indignantly and from afar. But a 
month — a week would have sufiSced for that experience. 
Experience ! — Oh, how soon we learn that hearts are as 
cold and souls as vile — no matter whether the sun shine 
on the noble in his palace, or the rain drench the rags 
of the beggar cowering at the porch.. The extreimes of 
life differ but in this : — ^Above, Vice smiles and revels — 
below. Crime frowns and starves. But you — did not you 
reject me because I was poor ? Despise me if you please ! 
— ^my revenge might be unworthy — I wished to show you 
the luxuries, the gaud, the splendour I thought you 
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prized, — ^to surround with the attributes your sex seems 
most to value the station that, had you loved me, it would 
have been yours to command. But vain — ^vain alike my 
poverty and my wealth! You loved me not in either, 
and my fate is sealed ? 

CLARA. 

A happy fate, Evelyn ! — you love ! 

EVELYN. 

And at last I am beloved. {After ajpame^ and turning 
to her abruptly^ Do you doubt it ? 

CLARA. 

No, I believe it firmly ! — {Aside.) Were it possible for 
her not to love him ? 

EVELYN. 

Georgina, perhaps, is vain — and light — and 



No — think it not! Once removed from the worldly 
atmosphere of her father's counsels, and you will form 
and raise her to your own level. She is so young yet — 
she has beauty, cheerfulness, and temper ; — the rest you 
will give, if you will but yet do justice to your own nature. 
And, now that there is nothing unkind between us — ^not 
even regret — and surely {taitk a smile) not revenge, my 
cousin, you will rise to your nobler self — and so, farewell ! 

EVELYN. 

No ; stay, one moment ; — ^you still feel interest in my 
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fate ! Have I been deceived ? Oh, why — why did you 
spurn the heart whose offerings were lavished at your feet ? 

Could you still — ^still ? Distraction — ^I know not 

what I say: — ^my honour pledged to another — ^my vows 
accepted and returned! Go, Clara, it is best so! Yet 
you will miss some one, perhaps, more than me — some one 
to whose follies you have been more indulgent — some one 
to whom you would permit a yet tenderer name than that 
of brother 1 

CLARA (aside). 

It will make him, perhaps, happier to think it ! Think 
so, if you will I — ^but part friends. 

BVSLTN. 

Friends — and that is all 1 Look you, tliis is life ! The 
eyes that charmed away every sorrow— the hand whose 
lightest touch thrilled to the very core — ^the presence that, 
like moonlight, shed its own hallowing beauty over the 
meanest things ; a little while — a year — ^a month — a day, 
and we smile that we could dream so idly. All — all — ^the 
sweet enchantment, known but once, never to return again, 
vanished from the world ! And the one who forgets the 
soonest — the one who robs your earth for ever of its 
summer — comes to you with a careless lip, and says — 

"Let us part friends ! '' Go, Clara, — go, — ^and be 

happy if you can ! 

CLABA (weeping). 

Cruel — cruel — to the last ! Heaven forgive you, 

Alfred ! [E^t, 
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EVBLTK. 

Soft ! let me recall her words, her tones, her looks. — 
Doe9 she love me? She defends her rival — she did not 
deny it when I charged her with attachment to another ; 
and yet — ^and yet — ^there is a voice at my heart which 
tells me I have been the rash slave of a jealous anger. 
^But I have made my choice — I must abide the issue ! 

Evaer Qbavbs, preceded by Servant. 

SHRVANT. 

Lady Franklin is dressing, sir. 



SCENE IV. 

Qravbs <md EVELTN. 



GRAVEa 

Well, ril wait. {Hxit Servant.) She was worthy to 
have known the lost Maria! So considerate to ask 
me hither — ^not to console me, that is impossible — but 
to indulge the luxury of woe. It will be a mournful scene. 

{Seeing Evelyn.) Is that you, Evelyn ?^I have 

just heard that the borough of Groginhole is vacant at last. 
Why not stand yourself ? — with your property you might 
come in without even a personal canvass. 

EVELYN. 

I, who despise these contests for the colour of a straw — 
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this everlasting litigation of Authority versm Man — I to 
be one of the wranglers ? — ^never ! 

GRAVES. 

You are quite right, and I beg your pardon. 

EVELYN. 

{Aside.) And yet Clara spoke of ambition. She would 

regret me if I could be distinguished. {Alotid,) To be 

sure, after 'all. Graves, corrupt as mankind are, it is our 
duty to try at least to make them a little better. An 
Englishman owes sometliing to his country. 

GRAVES. 

He does, indeed ! {counting on his fingers,) East winds, 
Fogs, Eheumatism, Pulmonary Complaints, and Taxes — 
(Evelyn walks about in disorder,) You seem agitata — 
a quarrel with your intended ? Oh ! when youVe been 
married a month, you'll not know what to-do without one ! 

EVELYN. 

You are a pleasant comforter. 

GRAVES. 

Do you deserve a comforter? One morning you tell 
me you love Clara, or at least detest her, which is the 
same thing (poor Maria often said she detested me) — and 
that very afternoon you propose to Georgina ! 

EVELYN. 

Clara will easily console herself— thanks to Sir Frederick ! 
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OBATB8. 

He is young ! 

BVELTN. 

Good-looking ! 

GRAVES. 

A coxcomb ! 

EVELYN. 

And therefore irresistible ! 

GRAVES. 

Nevertheless^ Clara has had the bad taste to refuse him. 
I have it from Lady Franklin, to whom he confided his 
despair in re-arranging his neck-cloth ! 

EVELYN. 

My dear friend — ^is it possible ? 

GRAVES, 

But what then? You mmt marry Georgina, who, to 
believe Lady Franklin, is sincerely attached to — ^your 
fortune. Go and hang yourself, Evelyn ; you have been 
duped by them. 

EVELYN. 

By them — bah ! If deceived, I have been my own dupe. 
Is it not a strange thing that in matters of reason — of the 
arithmetic and logic of life — ^we are sensible, shrewd, prudent 
men; but touch our hearts — ^move our passions — ^take 
OS for an instant from the hard safety of worldly calculation 
— and the philosopher is duller than the fool? Bupedf — 
if I thought it ! — 

VOL. V. G 



Digitized 



by Google 



82 MONEY, [ik^CT III. 



To be sure ! — ^you tried Clara in your poverty ; it was 
a safe experiment to try Greorgina in your wealth. 

Ha ! that is true— very true. Go on. 

ORATES. 

Tou^U have an excellent father-in-law. Sir John 
positively weeps when he talks of your income ! 

EVKLTN. 

Sir John, possibly — ^but Georgina ? 

OBAYBS. 

Plays affection to you in the afternoon, after practising 
first with Sir Frederick in the momiig. 

EVELYN. 

On your life, sir, be serious : what do you mean ? 

GRAVES. 

That in passing this way I see her very often walking 
in the square with Sir Frederick. 

EVELYN. 

Ha ! say you so ? 

GRAVES. 

What then ? Man is boni to be deceived. You look 
nervous — ^your hand trembles; that comes of gaming. 
They say at the clubs that you play deeply* 
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EVELT». 

Ha ! ha ! Do they say that ? — a few hundreds lost or 
won — a cheap opiate — anything that can ky the memory 
to sleep. The poor man drinks, and the rich man gambles 
— ^the same motive to both ! But you are right — it is a 
base resource — ^I wiU play no more. 

GRAVES. 

I am deUghted to hear it, for your friend Captain Smooth 
has ruined half the young heirs in London. To play with 
him is to advertise yourself a bankrupt. Even Sir John 
is alarmed. I met him just now in Pall Mall ; he made 
me stop, and implored me to speak to you. By the by, 
I forgot — do you bank with Tlash, Brisk, Credit, and Co. ? 
• 

EVELYN. 

So, Sir John is alarmed? — {Aside.) Gulled by this 
cogging charlatan ? — ^Aha ! I may beat him yet at his own 

weapons ! Humph ! Bank with Flash ! Why do you 

ask me? 

GRAVES. 

Because Sir John has just heard that they are in a very 
bad way, and begs you to withdraw anything you have 
in their hands. 

EVELYN. 

Fll see to it. So Sir John is alarmed at my gambling ? 



Terribly ! He even told me he should go himself to 
the club this evening, to watch you. 

a2 
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EVELTjr. 

To watch me ! — good — ^I will be there, 

GRAViS. 

But you will promise not to play P 

EVELYN. 

Yes — ^to play, I feel it is impossible to give it up ! 

OBAVES. 

No — ^no ! 'Sdeath, man ! be as wretched as you please; 
break your heart, that's nothing ! but damme, take care of 
your pockets, 

BVELTN. 

I will be there — ^I will play ^ith Captain Smooth — I will 

lose as much as I please — ^thousands — ^millions — ^billions ; 

and if he presume to spy on my losses, hang me if I don't 

lose Sir John himself into the bargain! {Goifi^ owt and 

returning.) I am so absent! What was the bank you 

mentioned? Flash, Brisk, and Credit? Bless me, how 

unlucky ! and if s too late to draw out to-day. Tell Sir 

John Fm very much obliged to him, and he'll find me at 

the club any time before day-break hard at work with my 

friend Smooth I 

[Exit. 

GRAVES. 

He's certainly crazy ! but I don't wonder at it. What 
the approach of the dog-days is to the canine species, the 
approach of the honeymoon is to the human race. 
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Enter Servant. 
SERVAyr. 
Lady Franklin^s compliments — she will see you in the 
doud&ir, sir. 

ORAVES. 

In the boudoir ! — ^go, go — I'll come directly. 

[.fivif Senrant 

My heart beats — ^it must be for grief. Poor Maria! 
{Searchmg hia packets for his handkerchief,) Not a white 
one ! — just like my luck : I call on a lady to talk of the 
dear departed^ and Fve nothing about me but a cursed 
gandy^ flaunting^' red, yellow, and blue abomination from 
India, which it's even indecent for a disconsolate widower 
to exhibit. Ah! Fortune never ceases to torment the 
susceptible. Hhtbovdoir! — ^ha! ha! \ih& loudoir ! 

[Exit. 



SCENE V. 
A Bovdoir in the tame house. 

LADY TRANKLIN. 

I take so much compassion on this poor man, who is 
determined to make himself wretched, that I am equally 
determined to make him happy ! Well, if my scheme does 
but succeed, he shall laugh, he shall sing, he shall — ^Mum ! 
— ^here he comes ! 
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Enter Gbates. 
GRAVES {sighing). 



Ah, Lady Franklin 



LADT FRANKLIN {sighing). 

Ah, Mr. Graves ! [They seat themselves.) Pray excuse 
me for having iept you so long. Is it not a charming day ? 

GRAVES. 

An east wind, ma^am ! but nothing comes amiss to you ! 
— it's a happy disposition 1 Poor Maria ! — she, too, was 
naturally gay. 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

Yes, she was gay. So much, life, and a great deal of 
spirit. 

GRAVES. 

Spirit? Yes!— nothing could master it. She toould 
have her own way ! Ah ! there was nobody like her ! 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

And then, when her spirit was up, she looked so 
handsome ! Her eyes grew so brilliant ! 

GRAVES. 

Did not they ? — ^Ah ! ah ! ha ! ha ! ha ! And do you 
remember her pretty trick of stamping her foot? — the 
tiniest little foot — I think I see her now. Ah! this 
conversation is very soothing ! 

LADY FRANKLIN* 

How well she acted in your private theatricals ! 
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GRAVES. 

You remember her Mrs. Oakley, in " The Jealous Wife ? '' 
Ha ! ha ! how good it was ! — ^ha ! ha ! 

LADY f BANKLIN. 

Ha ! ha ! Yes, in the very first scene, when she came 
out with {mimicking) *' Your unkindness and barbarity will 
be the death of me!'' 

GRAVES. 

No— no ! thaf s not it ! more energy. {Mimicking.) 
"Your imkindness and barbarity will be the death of 
me.*' Ha ! ha ! I ought to know how she said it, for 
she used to practise it on me twice a-day. Ah ! poor 
dear lamb ! ( Wij^ea his ei/es,) 

LADY PRANKLIN. 

And then she sang so well ! was such a composer ! 
What was that little French air she was so fond of ? 

GRAVES. 

Ha ! ha ! sprightly ? was it not ? Let me see— let 
me see. 

LADY FRANKLIN (kumming). 

Turn ti— ti tum — ti— ti — ti. No, that's not it. 

GRAVES (humming). 

Tum ti — ^ti — tum ti — ^ti— tum — ^tum— tum. 

BOTH. 

Tum ti — ti — ^tum ti — ti — tum — tum— tum. Ha ! ha ! 
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GRAVES {throwing hinudf ba(^). 

Ah ! what recoUections it revives ! It is too affecting. 

LADT FRANKLnr. 

It is affecting ; but we are all mortal. {Sighs.) And 
at jour Christmas party at Cyprus Lodge^ do you remember 
her dancing the Scotch reel with Captain Macnaughten? 

OBAYES. 

Ha ! ha ! ha ! To be sure — to be sure. 

LADt FRANKLIN. 

Can you think of the step ? — somehow thus, was it not ? 
[Dancing.) 

GRAVES. 

No — ^no — quite wrong ! — just stand there. Now then 
[humming the tune,) — ^La — ^la-la-la. — ^La la, &c. 

\Tkey dance. 
That^s it — excellent — ^admirable ! 

LADY FRANKLIN (otufe). 

Now it's coming. 

EnUr Sir John, Blount, Ozobxhsa^— they stomd amazed. 

[Ladt Frankun convince* to dance, 

GRAVES. 

Bewitching— irresistible ! If s Maria herself that I see 

before me ! Thus— thus— let me clasp Oh, the devil I 

Just like my luck \— [Stopping opposite Sir John.) 

[Lady Franklin rww q^ 
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8IB JOHK. 

Upon my word, Mr. Graves ! 

GEOBOnrA, BLOUNT. 

Encore — encore ! Bravo — ^bravo ! 

GRAVES. 

It^s all a mistake! I — I— Sir John. Lady Franklin, 

jrou see — ^that is to say — ^I- Sainted Maria! you are 

spared^ at least, this affliction ! 

GEORGINA. 

Pray go on I 

BLOUNT. 

Don^t let us interwupt you. 

GRAVES. 

Interrupt me ! I must say that this rudeness — ^this gross 
impropriety — ^to pry into the sorrows of a poor bereaved 
suflferer, s^king comfort from a sympathising friend — ^But 
such is human nature ! 

GEORGINA. 

But, Mr. Graves ! — {follotoing him.) 

GRAVES. 

Heartless I 

BLOUNT. 

My dear Mr, Graves ! — [following him.) 

GRAVES. 

Privolous ! 
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SIB JOHN. 

Stay aiid dine ! — {following him.) 

GRAVES. 

Unfeeling ! 

0MNE8. 

Ha! ha! ha! 

GBAVBS. 

Monsters ! Good day to you.* 

[SxU, followed by Sib John, d:c» 



SCENE VL 

The interior 0/ * * * * '» Club ; night ; lights, die. Small iofortahles, 
with hookt, papers, tea, coffee, Ac. Several Members grouped by the 
jireplace ; one Member with his legs over iheback of his chair ; anwUur 
with his legs over his table ; a third with his legs on the chimney- 
piece. To the left, and in front of the Stage, an old Member reading 
the newspaper, ueUed by a small rowid table ; to the right a card-table, 
before which Captain Dudlbt Smooth is seated, and sipping 
lemonade; at the bottom of the Stage another card-table, 

Glossmobe and Stout. 

OLOSSMOBS. 

You don't come often to the club. Stout ? 

stout. 
No; time is money. An hour spent at a club is 
unproductive capital. 

* For the original idea of this scene the author is indebted to a Uttle jjrowfte, 
never, he believes, acted in public. 
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OLD MEMBSB {reading the newspaper). 

Waiter ! — the snuff-box* 

[Waiter brisigt U» 

' GLOSSMORS. 

So, Evelyn has taken to play ? I see Deadly Smooth, 
** hushed in grim repose, awaits his evening prey/' Deep 
work to-night, I snspect, for Smooth is drinking lemonade 
— ^keeps his head clear — ^monstrous clever dog ! 

Enter Eyeltn ; talutes and shakes hands with different 
members in passing tip the Stage, 

How d' ye do, Glossmore ? How are you. Stout ? you 
don't play, I think ? Political Economy never plays at 
cards, eh? — never has time for anything more frivolous 
than Bents and Profits, Wages and Labour, High Prices, 
and Low — Corn-Laws, Poor- Laws, Tithes, Currency— Dot- 
and-go-one — ^Rates, Puzzles, Taxes, Biddies and Botheration! 
Smooth is the man. Aha ! Smooth. Piquet, eh ? You 
owe me my revenge ! 

[Memhers towih each otft^r significantly : Stout waXks away 
with the snuff-box; Old Member looks at him savagely. 

SMOOTH. 

My dear Alfred, anything to oblige. 

[They seat themselves. 

OLD MEMBER. 

Waiter ! — the snuff-box. 

[Waiter takes it from Stout and btings it bade to Old Member. 

Enter Blount. 

BLOUNT. 

So, SO ! Evelyn at it again, — eh, (jlossmore ? 
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OL068IIOBB. 

Yes, Smooth sticks to him like a leech. Clever fellow, 
that Smooth ! 

BLOUNT. 

Will you make up a wubber ? 

OLOfiSMOBS. 

Have you got two others ? 

BLOUNT. 

Yes ; Flat and Green. 

OL088H0BE. 

Bad players. 

BLOUNT. 

I make it a wule to play with bad players ; it is five per 
cent, in one^s favour. I hate gambling. But a quiet wubber, 
if one is the best player out of four, can't do one any harm. 

OLOSSMOBE. 

Clever fellow, that Blount ! 

[Blount takes up the mvff-box and walh qff with it ; Old 
Member hoks at hiin, eofvagely, 

[Blount, Glosshobe, Flat, and Gbxbn maJee up a table 
at the bottom of the Stage. 

smooth. 
A thousand pardons, my dear Alfred, — ninety repique — 
ten cards I — game ! 

EVELYN (pasting a note to him) . 

Game! Before we go on, one question. This is 
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Thursday — how much do you calculate to win of me 
before Tuesday next ? 

SMOOTH. 

Ce chef Alfred! He is so droll ! 

EY£LTN (parking in hu^^ocktlAKiolC), 

Torty games a-night — ^four nights, minus Sunday— our 
usual 8takes--:that would be right, I think I 

SMOOTH {glancing over the acootmt). 

Quite — if I win all — which is next to impossible. 

EVELTN. 

It shall be possible to win twice as much, on one 
condition. Can you keep a secret ? 

SMOOTH. 

My dear Alfred, I have kept myself! I never inherited 
a farthing— I never spent less than 4000Z. a-year — and I 
never told a soul how I managed it. 

EVELYN. 

Hark ye, then-^a word with you — {tiey whisper). 

OLD MFM^iffT^t 

"Waiter ! — ^the snuff-box ! 

[Waiter ^oiUtt^ yrom Blount, <£c. 

ErUer Sib John, 

EVELYN. 

You understand ? 



Digitized 



by Google 



94 MONEY. [act III. 

SMOOTH. 

Perfectly ; anything to oblige. 

IVELTN {ciUting\. 

It is for you to deal. 

[TJiey go on playing. 

BIB JOHN {groaning). 
There's my precious son-in-law, that is to be, spending 
my consequence, and making a fool of himself. 

[Takes up the snvff-^ox ; Old Member looks aX kim savagely. 

BLOUNT. 

Tm out. "Flat, a poney on the odd twick. That's wight. 
^— {Coming tijp counting hh money.) Well, Sir John, you 
dotf t play ? 

SIR JOHN. 

Play ? no ! Ck)nfound him — ^lost again ! 



Hang the cards ! — double the stakes ! 

SMOOTH. # 

Just as you please — done ! 

SIR JOHN. 

Done, indeed ! 

OLD MEMBER. 

Waiter !— the snufF-box. 

[Waiter takes it from, Sir John. 
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BLOUMT. 

I\e woh eight points and the bets — I never lose — I 
never, play in the Deadly Smooth set ! 

[Takes up ike muff-hox ; Old Member cu before. 

SIR JOHN (loohitigover Smooth's hand, and fidgeting backwards 
and forwards). 

Lord, have mercy on us! Smooth has seven for his 
point ! What's the stakes ? 

EVELYN. 

Don't disturb us — ^I only throw out four. Stakes, Sir 
John ? — immense ! Was ever such luck ? — not a card 
for my point. Do stand back. Sir John — ^I'm getting 
irritable. 



OLD MEMBER. 

Waiter ! — the snuff-box. 



[Waiter brings it back. 



BLOUNT. 

One hundred pounds on the next game, Evelyn ? 

SIR JOHN. 

Nonsense — ^nonsense — don't disturb him ! AU the fishes 
come to the bait ! Sharks and minnows all nibbling away 
at my son-in-law ! 

EVELYN. 

One hundred pounds, Blount ? Ah ! the finest gentleman 
is never too fine a gentleman to pick up a guinea. Done ! 
Treble the stakes, Smooth I 
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Vm on the rack! {seizing the mv^-iox.) Be cool; 
Evelyn ! take care, my dear boy ! Be cool — ^be cooL 

BVXLTN. 

What — what ? You have four queens ! — ^five to the king. 
Confound the cards ! a fresh pack, {^toum the cards behind 
him over Sik John.) 

OLD MXMBEll. 

Waiter ! — ^the snuff-box. 

[Different members gather round, 

nssr MKMBKB. 

I never before saw Evelyn out of temper. He must be 
losing immensely ! 

8E00KD MEHBEB. 

YeS; this is interesting ! 

SIB JOHN. 

Interesting I there's a wretch I 

FIB8T vieirmen, 

Poor fellow ! he'll be ruined in a month ! 

SIR JOHN. 

Fm in a cold sweat. 

SECOND MEMBER. 

Smooth is the very devil. 
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The devil's a joke to him ! 

GL0S8MOBE (tlojppmg Sib Johk an the back), 
A clever fellow that Smooth, Sir John, eh ? {Taies up 
the snuff-box. Old Member as befbre.) lOOZ. on this game, 
Evelyn? 

EVELYN (kalftwnwng rownd). 

You ! well done the Constitution ! yes, 1001. ! 

OED 

. Waiter I — the snnflp-box. 



I think Tll venture 200^., on this game, Evelyn ? 

EVELTN {qwUe tyrnmg.r(yiimd}. 

Ha I ha ! ha I — ^Enlightenment and the Constitution on 
the same side of the question at last ! O, Stout, Stout ! — 
greatest happiness of the greatest number — ^greatest number, 
number one! Done, Stout! — 200?.! — ^ha! ha! ha!— deal. 
Smooth. Well done. Political Economy — ^ha ! ha !' ha ! 

' SIB. JOHN. 

Quite hysterical — drivelling! Ar'nt you ashamed of 

yourselves? His own cousins — all in a conspiracy — a 

perfect gang of them. 

[Memhert indignqnL 

STOUT (to Memhers), 

Hush ! he's to marry Sir John's daughter. 



VOL. V. 
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FIBST MEMBER. 

What, Stingy Jack's? oh! 

CHORUS OF MEMBERS. 

Oh! oh! 

OLD MEMBER. 

Waiter! the snuff-box. 

EYELTK (rinng in great agitatim). 

No more, no more — I've done ! — quite enough. Gloss- 
more, Stout, Blount — FU pay you to-morrow. I — ^I — 
Death ! — ^this is ruinous ! 

[Seizea the tnt^-hox ; Old Member aa before. 

SIB JOHK. 

Ruinous? I dare say it is. What has he lost? what 
has he lost. Smooth ? Not much ? eh ? eh ? 

[Oimagaitherrw/iid Smooth. 

SMOOTH. 

Oh, a trifle, dear John ! — excuse me I We never tell 
our winnings. — [To Blount.) How d'ye do Fred? — {To 
Glossmore.) By the by, Charles, don't you want to sell 
your house in Grosvenor-square ? — 12,000/., eh ? 

GLOSSMORE. 

Yes, and the furniture at a valuation. About 3000Z. 
more. 

SMOOTH (looking over his pocket-hook), 

Um !— Well, we'll talk of it. 
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SIB JOHN. 

12 and 3— 15,000Z. What a cold-blooded rascal it is ! 
—15,000/., Smooth? 

SMOOTH. 

Oh, the house itself is a trifle ; but the establishment — 
Tm considering whether I have enoogh to keep it up, my 
dear John. 

OLD i>r"*^»p. 

Waiter, the snuff-box ! {Scraping it rounds and with a wry 

face) — ^And ifs all gone ! 

[(TivM it to tfte Waiter Co/U. 

8IB JOHN {twrni/ng refund). 
And it's aU gone ! 

BVKiTN {titairting up and Itmgking hytUrieaily), 
Ha ! ha ! all gone P not a bit of it. Smooth, this club 
is so noisy. Sir John, you are always in the way. Come 
to my house ! come ! Champagne and a broiled bone. 
Nothing venture, nothing have I The luck must turn, and 
by Jupiter we'U make a night of it ! 

SIB JOHN. 

A night of it ! I ! For Heaven's sake, Evelyn ! Evelyn ! ! 
— ^think what you are about ! — think of Qeorgina's feelings I 
think of your poor lost mother ! — think of the babes 
unborn ! think of 

BYZLTN. 

rU think t)f nothing ! Zounds !— you don't know what 

h2 
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I have lost, man ; it's all your fault, distracting my atten- 
tion. Pshaw— rpshaw 1 Out of the way, do! Come 
Smooth, Ha ! ha ! a night of it, my boy — ^a night o^ it ! 

[JSxeunt Smooth and Eveltk. 

BIB JOHN (JoUawing), 

You must not, you shall not ! Evelyn, my dear Evelyn ! 
he's drunk — ^he's mad ! Will no one send for the police ? 

XBiqiXB^. 

Ha I ha I ha I Poor old Stingy Jack ! 

OLD MEMBER {lismg far the first time, and in a great rage). 

Waiter ! — the snuff-box ! 
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ACT IV. 

Scene l.-^Tkt AtUe-rwrn in £teltn*8 Koute, a» in Scene L, Act IL 
T^BOUBBT, Kacrnch, Fbaktz, ond other Tradesmen. 

TABOURET (kalf ^^iipen). 

So, I hear that Mr. Evelyn has turned gamester ! There 
are strange reports about to-day — I donH know what to 
make of it ! We must look sharp^ Mr. Macfinch, we poor 
tradesmen^ and make hay while the sun shines. 

HACFINCH. 

1 wuish those geeming-houses were aw at the deevil ! — 
It's a sheam and a sin for gentlemen to gang and ruin 
themselves^ when we honest tradesmen could do it for them 
with sae muckle advantage to the arts and coummerce 
o' the country ! 

{Omnee ihdke their heads approvingly. 

Enter Smooth from the inner room, with a pocJeet-hooh and 
pencil in hit hand, 

SMOOTH {loohifig round). 

Hum ! hti ! Fine pictures ! — [Peeling the curtains,) 

The new-fashioned velvet, hum ! good proportioned rooms 1 
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Yes, this house is better than Glossmoie's! Oh, Mr. 
Tabomet, the upholsterer! you famished these rooms? 
All of the best, eh? 



Oh^ the vxET best ! Mr. Ereljn is not a man to grudge 
expense, sir! 

SMOOTS. 

He is not, indeed. YouVe been paid, I suppose, Tabouret? 

XABOURBX. 

No, Sir, no — 1 never send in my bills when a customer 
is rich. {Aside.) Bills are like trees, and grow by standing. 



SMOOTH. 

Humph! Not PAID ? humph ! 



[Ommet gather ro¥Md. 



MACFnrCH. 

I dinna like that hoomph, there's something vara sus- 
peecious abun' it. 

TABOUBET {to the trodenun). 

It's the great card-player. Captain Smooth — ^finest player 
in Europe— cleaned out the Duke of Sillyvale. Uncom- 
monly clever man ! 

SMOOTH {pacing about the room). 

Thirty-six feet by twenty-eight — ^Um ! I think a bow- 
window tAere would be an improvement : could it be done 
easily. Tabouret ? 
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IIACFDICH. 

If Mr. Evelyn wants to pool about his house, there's no 
mon like my friend Mr, MacStucco, 

SMOOTH. 

Evelyn ! I was speaking of myself. Mr, MacStucco ? — 
humph! 

TABOURET. 

Yourself? Have you bought the house, sir? 

SMOOTH. 

Bought it? — ^hum! — ^ha! — ^it depends — So you've not 
been paid yet? — urn! Nor you — ^nor you — ^nor you? 
Hum ! ha I 

TABOURET. 

No, sir !— what then ? No fear of Mr. Evelyn ! Ha ! ha! 

OMNBS (onXtOtM^y). 

Ha ! ha !— what then ? 

MAcrmcH. 

Ah, sir, what then? Pm a puir mon with a family; 
this way. Captain ! You've a leetle account in the buiks ; 
an' we'll e'en wipe it out altogether, gin you'll say what 
you mean by that Hoom ha ! 

SMOOTH. 

Macfinch, my dear fellow, don't oblige me to cane you; 
I would not have Mr. Evelyn distressed for the world. 
Poor fellow ! he holds very bad cards. So you've not been 
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paid yet? Don't send in your bills on any account — 
Mind ! Yes ; I don't dislike the house with isome altera- 
tion. Good day to you — Hum ! ha ! 

[Exit, looking about him, examining the chairs, tcMes, 4ec. 

TABOURET. 

Plain as a pike-staff I staked his very house on an odd trick ! 



SCENE n. 

Thtforegoing,^Eider^rB.A^KPfrom the inner room, agitated, 
and in a hurry. 

BHABP. 

O Lord ! O Lord !— who'd have thought it ? Cards are 
the devil's books ! John !— Thomas !— Harris \— {ringing 
the hell,) 

Enter Two Servants. 

Tom, take this letter to Sir John Vese/s. ^ K not at home, 
find him— ie will give you a cheque. Gk) to bis banker's, 
and get it cashed ww^lda% Quick — quick! off with you! 

TABOUBBT (tcizing Servant). 

What's the matter— what's the matter? How's Mr. 
Evelyn ? 

SERVANT. 

Bad— very bad! Sate up all night with Captain Smooth! 

[llunsoffi 
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8HABP {toUieiother Servant). 

Yes, Harris, your poor master I O dear I O dear ! You 
will take this note to tlie Belgian minister, Portland-place. 
Passport for Ostend ! Have the travelling carriage ready 
at a moment's notice ! 

kAcnvcH {(ttoppmg Servuit). 
Passport ! Harkye, my mon; is he gaun to pit the sant 
seas between us and the siller ? 

SEKVAKT. 

Don't stop me— something wrong in the chest-— change 

of air— late hours — ^and Captain Smooth ! 

[ExU. 
SHARP {mkUcmg abwU), 

And if the bank should break ! — ^if the bank is broke, 

and he can't draw out I — boimd to Smooth. 

TABOUBiT. 

Bank ! — what bank ? 

B&A3P* 

Flash's bank ! Plash, brother-in-law to Captain Smooth! 
What have you heard P— eh P — eh ? 

TABOURET. 

That there's an awful run on it ! 

8HABP. 

I must be oflF. Go — go — ^you can't see Mr. Evelyn 
to-day ! 

TABOUBBT. 

My account, sir ! 
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HACFIKCH. 

Tve a muckle bairns and a sma' bill I 

FRA17TZ. 

O sare, de great gentlemen always tink first of de tailor ! 

8HABP. 

Call again— call agam at Christmas, The bank, — ^the 
cards,— the bank ! O dear ! O dear ! 

[Exit. 

TABOURET. 

The bank 1 

MACFIIfCH. 

The passport I 

FRANT2. 

And all dat vil be seen of de great Evelyn coat is de 
back of it ! Bonner wnd Hagel! — ^I vil arrest him — I vil 
put de salt on jie tail of it I 

TABOURET (OMC^). 

FU slip down to the city and see how the bank goes ! 

MACFiNCH {atide), 

rU e'en gang to my coosin the lawyer. Nothing but 
peetience for us, Mr. Tabouret. 



-^y* ay, — stick by each other — share and sliare alike — 
that's my way, sir. 

OM^'£S. 

Share and share alike. [Exewn*. 
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SCENE III. 
ErUer Serrant, Qlossuoxus, <md Blount. 

SBBVANT. 

My master is not very well, my lord 1 but FU let him 
know, {Exit. 

0L06SM0BE. 

Tm very cnrious to learn the result of his gambling 
tete-Jutete. 

BLOUNT. 

Oh, he^s so howwidly wich, he can afford even a tete-^- 
tete with Deadly Smooth ! 

QLOSSMORE. 

f 

Poor old Stingy Jack ! why Georgina was yov/r intended. 

BLOUNT. 

Yes ; and I really liked the girl, though out of pique I 

pwoposed to her cousin. But what can a man do against 

money ? 

EiUer Evelyn. 

If we could start fair, youM see whom Georgina would 
pwefer : but she^s sacwificed by her father ! She as much 
as told me so ! 

EVELYN. 

So, so, gentlemen, we've a little account to settle — one 
hundred each. 
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Don't talk of it. 

ETSLTN {pvUing up Mi pocket-lmk). 

Well, ril not talk of it l—{Taiin^ Blount aside.) Ha ! 
ha ! you'd hardly believe it-^but Fd rather not pay you 
just at present : my money is locked up, and I must wait, 
you knoW| for the Groginhole rentst So, instead of owing 
you one hundred pounds, suppose I owe joufive ? You 
can give me a cheque for the other four. And, harkye ! 
not a word to Gloiismore. 

' BLOUNT. 

Glossmore ! the gweatest gossip in London ! I shall be 
delighted ! — [Jdde.) It never does harm to lend to a wich 
man ; one gets it back somehow. By tte way, Evelyn, if 
you want my gwey cab-horse, you may have him for two 
hundWed pounds^ and that will make seven. 

EVELYN {aside). 

Thaf s the fashionable usury : yout friend does not take 
intere8t»-*he sells you la horse. — [AUmd.) Blount, it's a 
bargain. 

BLOUNT {writing ike cheque, and musingly). 

No ; I douH see what harm it can do me; that off leg 
must end in a spavin. 

EVELYN {to Glossmore). 
That hundred pounds I owe you is rather inconvenient 
at present ; Pve ^ large sum to make up for the Oroginheile 
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I property — ^perhaps you woijld lend me fiye or aix feundred 
more — ^just to go on with ? 

GLOSSMORE. 

Certainly ! Hopkins is dead : youx iat^i^t for Cipher 
woidd 

BYELTN. 

Why, I can't promise that at this moment. But as a 
slight mark of friendship and gratitude, I shall be very 
much flattered if you'll accept a splendid grey cab-horse I 
bought to-day — cost two hundred pounds I 

GLOSSMORS. 

Bought to-day /r-rthen Tm safe. My dear feUow, you're 
always so princely I 

EYJBLTN. 

Nonsense t just write the cheque ; and, harkye, not a 
syllable to Blount ! 

GLOSSMORE. 

Blount I He's the town-crier I 

[Qoet to iorite, 

BLOirirt (sfiwng Evblxn the ckeqm), 
Wansom's, Pall-mall East.^ 

EVBLYN* 

Thank you. So joujprqposed to Miss Douglas ! 

BLpUITT. 

Hang it ! yes ; I could have sworn that she fancied me ; 
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her manner, for instance, that vewy day you pwoposed for 
Miss Vesey, otherwise Georgina 

EVELYN. 

Has only half what Miss Douglas has, 

BLOUNT. 

You forget how much Stingy Jack must have saved ! 
But I beg your pardon. 

EVELYN. 

Never mind ; but not a word to Sir John, or he'll fancy 
Fm ruined. 

GL088U0RB (giving the ehegw), 

Bansom's, Pall-mall East. Tell me, did you win or lose 
last night P 

EVELYN. 

Win ! lose ! oh ! No more of that, if you love me, I 
must send ofiP at once to the banker's [looking at the two 
cheques)* 

0L08SM0RE (atide). 

Why ! he's borrowed from Blount, too I 

BLOUNT {aside). 
Thafs a eheque from Lord Glossmore ! 

SVELTN. 

Excuse me ; I must dress ; I have not a moment to lose. 
You remember you dine with me to-day — seven o'clock. 
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Yon'll meet Smooth, ( Witk tears in hia voice.) It may be 

the last time I shall ever welcome you here ! My what 

am I raying ? — Oh, merely a joke ! — good bye— ^(wrf bye, 
{Shakviig (hem KeariUy hy the hand. ExU by the inner room, 

BLOUKT. 

Glossmore ! 

GLOSSMORE. 

Blount ! 

BLOUNT. 

I am afraid all's not wight 1 

OLOSSMOBE. 

I incline to your opinion 1 

BLouirr. 
But I've sold my gwey cab-horse. 

OL068MOBE. 

Grey cab-horse ! you ! What is he really worth now ? 

BLOUNT. 

Since he is sold, I will tell you — ^Not a sixpence ! 

OLOSSMOBE. 

Not a sixpence ? he gave it to me ! 

[Eteltn at the door giving directions to a Servant in dumb 
ihow. 

BLOUNT. 

That was devilish unhandsome! Do you know, I feel 
nervous! 
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QL0S8VOBS. 

Nervous V Let us run and stop payment of our cheques. 

[EvJHiYN. thtUt the door, and Servant rmiaermtJie ttagt, 

BLOUNT. 

Hollo, John ! where so fast ? 

SBRVANT (in great h4itte). 

Beg pardon. Sir Frederick, to Pall-mall East~Mess*s. 
Eansom. 

lExit. 
BLOUNT (aolemiUy). 

Glossmore, we are fwoored ? 



GLOBBMOBB. 

Sir, the whole town shall know of it. 



lExeunL 



SCENE IV. 

EiUer ToKB and other Spirants. 



Come, come, stir yourselves ! we've no time to lose. 
This room is to be got ready for the shawls. Mrs. Crump 
and the other ladies of the household are to wait here on the 
women before they go up to the drawing-room. Take away 
that desk : donH be lazy ! and give me the newqjaper; 

[Tore seats himself; the Servants bustle abov>t. 
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Strange reports about my patron ! and the walley is gone 
for the passport ! 

Ent€r Frajxtz withalnmdU. 

TRAXTZ. 

Mr. Toke, my goot Mr. Toke, . Tve brought you von 
leetel present. 

TOKE. 

John and Charles^ vanish I [Exeunt Servant!. 

I scorn to corrupt them 'ere working classes ! 

FBANTZ (producing a pair of amaU-dothea vfhich Toke eocaminet). 

Tour master is von. beggar ! He vants to run avay ; ve 
are all in de same vat-you-call-it — de same leetel nasty boat, 
Mr. Toke ! Just let my friend Mr. Clutch up through the 
area. I viU put vat you call un execution on de gutes and 
de catties dis very tay. 

TOKE. 

I accept the abridgements : but you've forgotten to line 
the pockets ! 

FRA9TZ. 

Blesh my soul, so I have ! {giving a note). 

TOKI. 

The area-gate shall be left undefended. Do it quietly 
no claw, as the French say. 

FRANTZ. 

Goot Mr. Toke — to-morrow I vill line de oter pocket. 

[Exit, 

VOL. V. I 
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\ 
TOKE. 

My patron does not give me satisfaction ! 
Enter Footman. 

FOOTMAN. 

What chandeliers are to be lighted, Mr. Toke? — it's 
getting late. 

TOKE. 

Don't disturb me — Fm rum-mynating I — ^yes, yes, there's 
no doubt of it! Charles, the area-gate is open ? 

FOOTMAN. 

And all the plate in the pantry ! I'll run and — 

TOKE. 

Not a step ! leave it open. 

FOOTMAN. 

But 

TOKE {with dignity). 

It's for the sake of wentilation ! 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE V. 

A splendid saloon in Evelyn's house. 

EvsLTN and Graves. 

GRAVES. 

You've withdrawn your money from Hash and Brisk ? 



No. 



No ! — then- 



Enter Sir John^ Ladt Franklin, and Oeoroina. 

SIR JOHN. 

You got the cheque for 500/. safely ? — ^too happy to 

EVELYN (inierrv^ing him). 

My best thanks ! — my warmest gratitude ! So kind in 
you ! so seasonable ! — that 500/. — ^you don't know the 
value of that 600/, I shall never forget your nobleness of 
conduct. 

SIR JOHN. 

Gratitude! Nobleness! — {Aside.) I can't have been 
taken in? 

i2 
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EVELYN. 

And in a moment of such distress ! 

SIR JOHN (aside). 

Such distress ! He picks out the ugliest words in the 
whole dictionary ! 

EVELYN. 

Tve done with Smooth. But Fm still ^a little crippled, 
and you must do me another favour. Fve only as yet paid 
the deposit of ten per cent for the great Groginhole pro- 
perty. I am to pay the rest this week — nay, I fear, to- 
morrow. Fve already sold out of the Funds ; the money 
lies at the banker^s, and of course I can't touch it ; for if 
I don't pay by a certain day, I forfeit the estate and the 
deposit. 

SIR JOHN. 

What's coming now, I wonder ? 

EVELYN. 

Georgina's fortune is 10,000^. I always meant, my dear 
Sir John, to present you with that little sum. 

SIR JOHN. 

Oh, Evelyn ! your generosity is positively touching {mpefi 
his eyes), 

EVELYN. 

Bui the news of my losses has frightened my tradesmen ! 
I have so many heavy debts at this moment that — ^that — 
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that . But I see Georgina is listening, and Til say 

what I have to say to her. 

SIB JOHH. 

No, no — no, no. Girls donH undefstand business ! 

BVKLTN. 

The very reason I speak to her. This is an affair not 
of business, but of feeling. Stout, show Sir John my 
Correggio. 

SIB JOBK (a«t(2e). 

Devil take his Correggio ! The man is bom to torment 
me! 

£\'BLT]ff. 

My dear Georgina, whatever you may hear said of me, I 
flatter myself that you feel confidence in my honour. 

GEOBGIIiA. 

Can you doubt it ? 

EVELYN. 

I confess that I am embarrassed at tliis moment: I 
have been weak enough to lose money at play ; and there 
are other demands on me. I promise you never to gamble 
again as long as I Uve. My affairs can be retrieved ; but 
for the first few years of our marriage it may be necessary 
to retrench. 

GEORGINA. 

Eetrench ! 
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KVXLTK. 

To live, perhaps, altogether in the country. 

6IOBOIHA« 

Altogether in the country ! 

EVELTV. 

To confine ourselves to a modest competence. 

6KOBOINA. 

Modest competence! I knew something horrid was 
coming ! 

EVELYN. 

And now, Georgina, you may have it in your power at 
this moment to save me from much anxiety and humilia- 
tion. My money is locked up — my debts of honour must 
be settled — ^you are of age — ^your 10,000/. in your own 
hands 

BIB JOHN (Stout listening as well as Sis John). 
Tm standing on hot iron I 

EVELYN. 

If you could lend it to me for a few weeks You 

hesitate ! oh ! believe the honour of the man you will call 
your husband before all the calumnies of the fools whom 
we call the world ! Can you give me this proof of your 
confidence P Bemember, without confidence, what is wed- 
lock? 
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SIB JOHN {atide to her). 
No ! (Aloud, pointing Jm glass at the Correggio,) Yes, 
the painting may be fine. 

STOUT. 

But you don^t like the subject ? 

GEOBOIXA (otMt), 

He may be only trying me ! Best leave it to papa. 

EYELTK. 

WeU 

OEOBGIKA. 

You — you shall hear from me to-morrow. — {Aside,) Ah, 

there's that dear Sir Frederick ! 

[Goe9 to Blount. 

Enter Glossmobe <md Smooth ; Evelyn ttdiUes them, paying Smooth 
servile respect, 

LADY FBANKLIN {tO GbaVBS). 

Ha ! ha ! To be so disturbed yesterday, — was it not 
droll? 

obaves. 
Never recur to that humiliating topic. 

olossmobb {to Stout). 
See how Evelyn fawns upon Smooth ! 

stout. 
How mean in him ! — Smooth — a professional gambler — 
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a fellow who lives by his wits I I would not know such a 
man on any account ! 

SMOOTH {to GlOSSMORE). 

So Hopkins is dead — ^you want Cipher to come in for 
Groginhole, eh ? 

GLOSSMORE. 

What ! — could you manage it ? 

SMOOTH. 

Ce cAer Charlea I — anything to oblige ! 

STOUT. 

Groginhole ! What can he have to do with Groginhole ? 
Glossmore, present me to Smooth. 

OLOSSMORB. 

What ! the gambler — ^the fellow who lives by his wits ? 

STOUT. 

Why, his wits seem to be an uncommonly productive 
capital? m introduce myself. How d*ye do. Captain 
Smooth ? We have met at the club, I think — I am charmed 
to make your acquaintance in private. I say, sir, what do 
you think of the affairs of the nation ? Bad ! very bad I — 
no enlightenment I — great fall off in the revenue! — ^no 
knowledge of finance I There^s only one man who can 
save the country and that's Popkins ! 

SMOOTH. 

Is he in Parliament, Mr. Stout ? What's your Christian 
name, by-the-by ? 
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SIOUT. 

Benjamin. — No; — constituencies are so ignorant, they 
don^t understand his value. He's no orator : in fact, he 
stanuners so much — but devilish profound. Could not we 
ensure him for Groginhole P 

SMOOTH. 

My dear Benjamin, it's a thing to be thought on. 

EVELYN {cuivaficing). 
My friends, pray be seated; — ^I wish to consult you. 
This day twelve months I succeeded to an immense incomei 
and as, by a happy coincidence, on the same day I secured 
your esteem, so now I wish to ask you if you think I could 
have spent that income in a way more worthy your good 
opinion. 

GLOSSMORE. 

Impossible ! excellent taste — ^beautiful house ! 

BLOUNT. 

Vewy good horses — {Aside to Glossmore) especially the 
gwey cab ! 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

Splendid pictures ! 

GRAVES. 

And a magnificent cook, ma'am ! 

SMOOTH {thruaing his handi into his pockets). 
It's my opinion, Alfred — and Fm a judge — that you 
could not have spent your money better ! 
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OMKEB {except Sn Jomr). 


Very true ! 





[act IV. 



What say you, Sir John ? You may think me a little 
extravagant; but you know that in this world the only 
way to show one's self thoroughly respectable is to make a 
thoroughly respectable show. 



8IB JOHK. 



Certainly — certainly I No, you could not have done 
better. {Aside,) I don't know what to make of it. 



Certainly. — {Coaocingly,) Don't retrench, my dear 
Alfred! 

GLOBSMOBE. 

Eetrench !. nothing so plebeian ! 



Plebeian, sir ! — worse than plebeian ! — it is against all 
the rules of public morality. Every one knows, now-a- 
days, that extravagance is a benefit to the population — 
encourages art — employs labour — and multiplies spinning- 
jennies. 

EVELYN. 

You reassure me 1 I own I did think that a man worthy 
of friends so sincere might have done something better 
than feast — dress — drink — play 
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6L06BM0RI. 

JS'onsense!— welikeyou the better for it. {Aside.) I 
wish I had my 600i back, though. 

EYSLTN. 

And you are as much my friends now as when you 
offered me 10/. for my old nurse ? 

SIR JOHK. 

A thousand times more so, my dear boy ! 

[Omnes approve. 
Enter Sharp. 

SMOOTH. 

But who's our new friend ? 

EVELYN. 

Who ! the very man who first announced to me the 
wealth which you aUow I have spent so well. But what* s 
the matter. Sharp ? 

SHARP {whitpering Evelyn). 
EVELYN (aloud). 
The bank's broke ! 

SIR JOHN. 

Broke ! — what bank ? 

EVELYN. 

Flash, Brisk, and Co. 
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GLOS&MORE {to SmOOTH). ' 

And riasli was your brother-in-kw. I'm very sorry. 

SMOOTH (taking snvff). 

Not at all, Charles,— I did not bank there. 

SIR JOHN. 

But I warned you — ^you withdrew ? 

EVELYN. 

Alas I no ! 

SIR JOHN. 

Oh ! Not much in their hands ? 

EVELYN. 

Why, I told you the purchase-money for Groginhole was 

at my bankers' but no, no : don't look so frightened I 

It was not placed with Mash — ^it is at Hoare's — ^it is, 
indeed. Nay, I assure you it is. A mere trifle at Mashes, 
upon my word, now ! To-morrow, Sharp, we'll talk of 
this ! One day more — one day, at least, for enjoyment. 

SIR JOHN. 

Oh ! a pretty enjoyment ! 

BLOUNT. 

And he borrowed 700/. of me ! 

QLOSSMORE. 

And 600;. of me ! 
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SIR JOHN. 

And 500/. of me ! 

STOUT. 

Oh ! a regular Jeremy Diddler ! 

SMOOTH (to Sir John). 
John, do you know, I think I would take a handsome 
offer for this house just as it stands — furniture, plate, 
pictures, books, bronzes, and statues ! 

SIR JOHN. 

Powers above ! 

STOUT (to Sib John). 
I say you have placed your daughter in a very unsafe 
investment. What then? — a daughter*is like any other 
capital — ^transfer the stock in hand to t'other speculation. 

SIR JOHN, (going to Oeoroina), 
Ha ! Vm afraid weVe been very rude to Sir Frederick. 
A monstrous fine young man ! 

Fnter Toke. 
TOKE (to Evelyn). 
Sir, I beg your pardon, but Mr. Macfinch insists on my 
giving you this letter instantly. 

eveltn (reetdifig). 

How ! Sir John, this fellow, Macfinch, has heard of my 
misfortunes, and insists on being paid ; — a lawyer's letter 
— quite insolent ! 
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TOKE. 

And, sir, Mr. Tabouret is below, and declares he won't 
stir till he's paid. 

EYXLTN. 

Won't stir till he's paid ! Whaf s to be done. Sir John ? 
— Smooth, what m to be done? 

SMOOTH. 

If he wont stir till he's paid, make him up a bed, and 
I'll take him in the inventory as one of the fixtures, Alfred ! 

EYELTN. 

It is very well for you to joke, Mr, Smooth. But 



Enter Sheriff's Officer, gwing a paper to Evelyn, and wkupering. 

EVELYN. 

What's this ? Prantz, the tailor. Why, the impudent 
scoundrel! Paith, this is more than I bargained for — 
Sir John, the bailiffs are in the house ! 

STOUT {glappimg Sib John on the hack wUh glee). 

The bailiffs are in the house, old gentleman ! But I 
didn't lend him a farthing. 

EVELYN. 

And for a mere song — 150/. ! Sir John, pay this 
fellow, will you? or see that my people kick out the 
bailiffs, or do it yourself, or something, — while we go to 
dinner I 
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SIB JOHN. 

Pay— kick— rU be d d if I do!— Oh, my 500/.! 

my 500/. ! Mr. Aljfred Evdyn, I want my 600/. ! 



Tm going to do a very silly thing — I shall lose both my 
friend and my money ; — just like my luck ! — ^Evelyn, go to 
dinner — ^1^11 settle this for you. 

LADT FBANKLIN. 

I love you for that ! 

QBAYSS. 

Do you ? then I am the happiest — Ah ! ma^am, I don't 

know what I am saying ! 

[Exeunt QRA.V1ES and Officer. 

JEVXLTN (to QeOBGINa). 

Don't go by these appearances ! I repeat 10,000/. will 
more than cover all my embarrassments. I shall hear 
from you to-morrow ? 

QEOROINA. 

Yes — ^yes ! 

EVELYN. 

But you're not going? — You, too, Glossmore? — you, 
Blount? — ^you. Stout — ^you. Smooth? 

SMOOTH. 

No; ril stick by you as long as you've a guinea to 

! 
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0L06SM0RE. 

Oh, this might have been expected from a man of such 
ambiguous political opinions ! ' 



Don't stop me. Sir. No man of common enlightenment 
would have squandered his substance in this way. Pictures 
and statues ? — baugh ! 

EVELYN. 

Wliy, you all said I could not spend my money better ! 
Ha ! ha ! ha ! — ^the absurdest mistake ! — ^you don't fancy 
I'm going to prison ? — Ha ! ha ! — ^Why don't you laugh, 
Sir John?— Ha! ha! ha! 



Sir, this horrible levity ! — Take Sir Frederick's arm, my 
poor, injured, innocent, child! — Mr. Evelyn, after this 
extraordinary scene, you can't be surprised that I — ^I — 
2k)unds ! I'm suffocating ! 



But, my dear John, it is for us at least to put an 
execution on the dinner. 

STOUT (aside). 

The election at Groginhole is to-morrow. This news 
may not arrive before the poll closes. — {Rushing to Evelyn.) 
Sir, Popkins never bribes: but Popkins will bet you 
1000/. that he don't come in for Groginhole. 
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0L08SMOBK. 

This is infamous, Mr, Stout ! Cipher is a man who 
scorns every subterfuge \—{Ande to Evelyn.) But, for the 
sake of the Constitution, name your price. 

EVELYN. 

I know the services of Cipher — ^I know the profundity 
of Popkins : but it's too late^-the borough's engaged ! 



Dinner is served. 

GLoasHORE {pauting). 

Dinner ! 



Dinner ! it's a very good smell 



EVELTK {to Sir John). 
Turtle and venison too. 

\Tlvty stop irresolute. 

EVELTV. 

That's right — come along. But, I say, Blount — Stout 

— Glossmore — Sir John — one word first ; will you lend me 

10/. for my old nurse ? 

[neyaUfaUhaO:, 

Ah ! you fall back. — Behold a lesson for all who 
build friendship upon their fortune, and not their virtues ! 
— Tou lent me hundreds this morning to squander upon 
pleasure — you would refuse me 10/. now to bestow 

VOL. T. K 
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upon benevolence. Go — we have done with each other 
—go! 

[ExemU, indigHantly, all but Rvzlth and Smooth. 
Re-enUr Gbates. 

GBAVES. 

Heyday ! — what's all this ? 

EVELYN. 

Ha ! ha ! — the scheme prospers — the duper ia duped ! 
Come, my friends — come : when the standard of money 
goes down, in the great battle between man and fate — ^why, 
a bumper to the brave hearts that refuse to desert us ! 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT V. 

Scene I. — * ***•*« Club ; Smooth, Qlossmobb — oihtr Members, 

GLOSSMORE. 

Will his horses be sold> think you P 

SMOOTH. 

Very possibly, Charles ! — a fine stud — hum ! 1^ ! — 
Waiter, a glass of sherry ! 

GLOSSMORE. 

They say he must go abroad ! 

SMOOTH. 

Well ! it's the best lime of year for travelling, Charles ! 

GLOSSMORE. 

We are all to be paid to-day : and that looks suspicious ! 

SMOOTH. 

Very suspicious, Charles ! Hum ! — ah ! 

k2 
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0L0S8M0RE. 

My dear fellow, you mast know the rights of the matter : 
I wish you'd speak out. What have you really won ? Is 
the house itself gone ? 

SMOOTH. 

The house itself is certainly not gone, Charles, for I 
saw it exactly in the same place this morning at half-past 
ten — ^it has not moved an inch ! 

[Waiter givet a letter to OLoesHOBE. 

GLOSSMORE {reading). 

From Groginhole — ^an express! What's this? Fnx 
amazed ! 1 1 {Reading.) "They've actually, at the eleventh, 
hour, started Mr. Evelyn; and nobody knows what his 
politics are ! We shall be beat ! — ^the constitution is- gone ! 
— Cipher ! " Oh ! this is infamous in Evelyn ! Gets into 
Parliament just to keep himself out of the Bench. 

SMOOTH. 

He's capable of it ! 

0L08SM0RE. 

Not a doubt of it, sir ! — Not a doubt of it ! 
Enter Sir John and Blount, talking, 

8IRJ0HN. 

My dear boy, I'm not flint ! I am but a man I If 
Georgina really loves you — and I am sure that she does — I 
will never think of sacrificing her happiness to ambition — 
she is yours ; I told her so this very morning. 
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BLOUNT {<Uide), 

The old humbug ! 

SIB jomr. 
She's the best of daughters ! — ^the most obedient^ artless 
creature ! Oh ! she's been properly brought up ; a good 
daughter makes a good wife. Dine with me at seven^ and 
we'll talk of the settlements. 

BLOUNT. 

Tes ; I don't care for fortime; — but— • 

BIB JOHy. 

Her 10,000^. will be settled on herself — ^that of course. 

BLOUNT. 

All of it, sir ? Weally, I 



SIB JOHN. 

What tien, my dear boy ? I shall leave you both all 
I've laid by. Ah ! you know I'm a close fellow ! " Stingy 
Jack " — eh ? After all, worth makes the man ! 



And the more a man's worth, John, the worthier man he 
must be I 

[Exit. 
BLOUNT (iuide). 

Yes ; he has no other child ! she musl have all his 
savings ; I don't see what harm it could do me. Still that 
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10,000?.— I want that 10,000Z. : if she would but wun off 
now, one could get wid of the settlements. 

Enter Stout (wiping hi$ forehead), and takes Sib John aside, 

STOUT. 

Sir John, we've been played upon! My secretary is 
brother to Flash's head clerk ; Evelyn had not 800Z. in the 
bank! 

SIR JOHN. 

Bless us and save us ! you take away my breath ! But 
then — ^Deadly Smooth — the execution — ^the — oh, he must 
be done up ! 

STOUT. 

As to Smooth, he'd " do anything to oblige." All a 
trick, depend upon it ! Smooth has already deceived me, 
for before the day's over Evelyn will be member for Grogin- 
hole. I've had an express from Popkins ; he's in despair ! 
not for Ainiself-—hxjLt for the country, Sir John — whafs to 
become of the country ? 



But what could be Evelyn's objecl ? 

f 

STOUT. 

Object? Do you look for an object in a whimsical 
creature like that ? A man who has not even any political 
opinions ! Object ! Perhaps to break off his match with 
your daughter! Take care. Sir John, or the borough will 
be lost to your family ! 
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SIB JOHN. 

Aha ! I begin to smell a rat ! But it's not too late yet. 



My interest in Popkins made me run to Lord Spendquick, 
the late proprietor of Groginhole. . I told him that Evelyn 
could not pay the rest of the money; and he told me 
that 

SIR JOHN. 

What? 

STOUT. 

Mr. Sharp had just paid it liim; there's no hope for 
Popkins ! England will rue this day ! 

SIB JOHN. 

Georgina shall lend him the money ! Fll lend him — 
every man in my house shall lend him — I feel again what 
it is to be a father-in-law! — {Aside.) But stop; Til be 
cautious. Stout may be on his side — a trap — ^not likely ; 
but rU go first to Spendquick myself. Sir Frederick, 
excuse me — ^you can't dine with me to-day. And, on 
second thoughts, I see that it would be very unhandsoqie 
to desert poor Evelyn, now he's down in the world. Can't 
think of it, my dear boy — can't think of it ! Very much 
honoured, and happy to see you as a friend. Waiter, my 
carriage ! Um I What, humbug Stiiigy Jaci, will they ? 
Ah ! a good joke, indeed ! 
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BLOUNT. 

Mr. Stout, what have you been saying to Sir John? 
Something against my chawacter ; I know you have; don't 
deny it. Sir, I shall expect satisfaction 1 

STOUT. 

Satisfaction, Sir Frederick p as if a man of enlightenment 
had any satisfaction in fighting ! Did not mention your 
name ; we were talking of Evelyn. Only think ! — he's no 
more ruined than you are. 

BLOUNT. 

Not wuined ! Aha, now I understand ! — So, so ! Stay, 
let me see — she's to meet me in the square ! 

[Pulls otU his watch ; a v&i^ smctU one, 
STOUT (pulling out his own ; a very large one). 

I must be oflf to the vestry. 

BLOUNT. 

Just in time ! — ^ten thousand pounds I 'Gad, my blood's 
up, and I won't be tweated in tAis way, if he were fifty 
times Stingy Jack I 

[£xit 
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SCENE II. 

Tke drawing-rooma in Sir John Vjbet's house. 
Ladt Fbankun, Oiuyr 

GRAVES. 

"Well, well, I am certain that poor Evelyn loves Clara 
still, but you can^t persuade me that she cares for him. 

LADT FRAVKLUr. 

She has been breaking her heart ever since she heard of 
his distress. Nay, I am sure she would give all she has, 
could it save him from the consequences of bis own folly. 

GRATIS {hcUfcuide). 
She would only give him his own money, if she did. I 
should like just to sound her. 

LADT FRAHKLDi {ringing the hdl). 
And you shall. I take so much interest in her, that I 
forgive your friend everything but his offer to Georgina. . 

Enter Servant 

Where are the young ladies ? 

SERVANT. 

Miss Vesey is, I beheve, still in the square: Miss 
Douglas is just come in, my lady. 
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LADY FRAHKUir. 

\That ! did she go out with Miss Vesey ? 



SERVAirr. 
No, my lady ! I attended her to Drummond^s the banker. 

[Exit. 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

Drummond's ! 

Enter Clara. 
Why, child, what on earth could take you to Drammond's 
at this hour of the day ? 

CLARA (confused), ' 

Oh, I that is — ^I — Ah, Mr. Graves ! How is Mr. 

Evelyn? How does he bear up against so sudden a 
reverse ? 

GRATES. 

With an awful calm. I fear all is not right here! 
{JHouching Ais head), — ^The report in the town is, that he 
must go abroad instantly — perhaps to-day ! 

CLARA. 

Abroad ! — to-day ! 

GRAVES. 

But all his creditors will be paid ; and he only seems 
anxious to know if Miss Vesey remains true in his mis- 
fortunes. 

CLARA. 

Ah ! he loves her so mucht then ! 
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ORATES. 

Um ! — ^Thaf s more than I can say. 



She told me last night, that he said to the last that 
10,000^. would free him from all his liabilities — that was 
the sum, was it not ? 



Yes ; he persists in the same assertion. Will Miss Vesey 
lend it ? 

LADT FRANKLIN (otide). 

If she does, I shall not think so well of her poor dear 
mother ; for I am sure sheM be no child of Sir John*s ! 



I should like to convince myself that my poor friend has 
nothing to hope from a woman's generosity. 

LADY FRANKUN. 

Civil ! And are men, then, less covetous ? 



I know one man, at least, who, rejected in his poverty 
bj one as poor as himself, no sooner came into a sudden 
fortune than he made his lawyer invent a codicil which the 
testator never dreamt of, bequeathing independence to the 
woman who had scorned him. 
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LADT FRANKLIN. 

And never told her ? 

OBAVES. 

Never ! There^s no such document at Doctors* Com- 
mons, depend on it ! Ton seem incredulous, Miss Clara ! 
Good day ! 

CLARA (follovmg him). 
One word, for mercy's sake! Do I understand you 
right ? Ah, how could I be so blind ! Generous Evelyn ! 

GRAVES. 

You appreciate, and Georgina will desert him. Miss 

Douglas, he loves you still. If that's not just like me ! 

Meddling with other people's affairs, as if they were worth 
it — hang them ! 

[Exit, 

CLARA. 

Georgina will desert him. Do you think so ? — {Aside,) 
Ah, he will soon discover that she never wrote that letter ! 

LADT FRANKLIN. 

She told me last night, that she would never see him 
again. To do her justice, she's less interested than her 
father, — and as much attached as she can be to another. 
Even while engaged to Evelyn she has met Sir Frederick 
every day in the square. 

CLARA. 

And he is alone — sad — forsaken — ruined. And I, whom 
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he enriched — I, the creature of his bounty — ^I, once the 
woman of his love — ^I stand idlj here to content myself 
with tears and prayers ! Oh, Lady Franklin, have pity on 
me — on him ! We are both of kin to him — as relations 
we have both a right to comfort ! Let us go to liim — 
come! 

LADT FBAKKLIN. 

No ! it would scarcely be right — remember the world — 
I cannot ! 

CLABA. 

All abandon him — ^then I Mill go alone ! 

LADT FRANKLIK. 

You ! — ^so proud — so sensitive ! 

CLARA. 

Pride — ^when he wants a friend ? 

LADT FRANKLIN. 

His misfortunes are his own fault — a gambler I 



Can you think of his faults now ? / have no right to 
do so. All I have — all — his gift I — and I never to have 
dreamed it ! 

LADT FRANKLIN. 

But if Qeorgina do indeed release him — ^if she have 
already done so — what will he think ? Wliat but 
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What but — ^that, if he love me still, I may have enough 
for both, and I am by his side ! But that is too bright a 
dream. He told me I might call him brother ! Where 

now, should a sister be? ^But — ^but — I — I — I — tremble ! 

K, after all — ^if— if In one word am I too bold ? The 

world — ^my conscience can answer that — but do you think 
that HE could despise me ? 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

No, Clara, no ! Your fair soul is too transparent for even 
libertines to misconstrue. Something tells me that this 
meeting may make the happiness of both ! You cannot go 
alone. My presence justifies all. Give me your hand — 
we will go together ! 



SCENE III. 
A room in Evelyn's house. 



Yes ; as yet, all surpasses my expectations. I am sure 
of Smooth — I have managed even Sharp : my election will 
seem but an escape from a prison. Ha ! ha ! True, it 
cannot last long; but a few hours more are all I require, 
and for that time at least I shall hope to be thoroughly 
ruined. 
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Enter Obayes. 

Well, Graves, and what do people say of me ? 

GRAVES. 

Every thing that's bad ! 

EVKLTX. 

Three days ago I was universally respected. I awake 
this morning to find myself singularly infamous. Yet Pm 
the same man. 

GRAVES. 

Humph ! why gambling 

EVELYN. 

Cant ! it was not criminal to gamble — it was criminal to 
lose. Tut ! — will you deny that if I had ruined Smooth 
instead of myself, every hand would have grasped mine yet 
more cordially, and every lip would have smiled congratu- 
lation on my success ? Man — ^Man ! Fve not been rich 
and poor for nothing ! The Vices and the Virtues are 
written in a language the World cannot construe; it reads 
them in a vile translation, and the translators are — 
Pailurb and Success ! You alone are unchanged. 

GRAVES. 

There's no merit in that. I am always ready to mingle 
my tears with any man. — (Aside.) I know Fm a fool, but 
I can't help it. Hark ye, Evelyn ! I like you — I'm rich ; 
and anything I can do to get you out of your hobble will 
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give me an excuse to grumble for the rest of my life. There, 
now it's out. 

ETJELTN (touched). 

There's something good in human nature after all ! My 
dear friend, I will now confide in you: 1 api not the 
spendthrift you think me — my losses have been trifling— 
not a month's income of my fortune (Graves sAaies him 
heartily by the hand). No ! — ^it has been but a stratagem 
to prove if the love, on which was to rest the happiness of 
a whole life, were given to the Money or the Man. Now 
you guess why I have asked from Georgina this one proof 
of confidence and affection. — ^Think you she will give it ? 

GRAVES. 

Would you break your heart if she did not ? 

EVELYK. 

It is in vain to deny that I still love Clara ; our last con- 
versation renewed feelings which would task all the energies 
of my soul to conquer. What then ? I am not one of 
those, the Sybarites of sentiment, who deem it impossible 
for humanity to conquer love — ^who call their own weakness 
the voice of a resistless destiny. Such is the poor excuse 
of every woman who yields her honour, of every adulterer 
who betrays his friend. No ! the heart was given to the 
soul as its ally, not as its traitor. 

QBAVES. 

What do you tend to ? 
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EVELYN. 

This : — If Georgina still adhere to my fortunes (and I 
will not put her to too harsh a trial) ; if she can face the 
prospect^ not of ruin and poverty, but of a moderate in- 
dependence; if, in one word, she love me for myself, I 
wiU shut Clara for ever from my thoughts. I am pledged 
to Georgina, and I will carry to the altar a soul resolute to 
deserve her affection and fulfil its vows. 

QRAYBS. 

And if she reject you ? 

EVELYN {Joyfully). 
If she do, I am free once more I And then — then I will 
dare to ask, for I can ask without dishonour, if Clara can 
explain the past and bless the future ! 

Enter Servant vjvth a letter, 
EVELYN {after reading it). 

The die is cast — ^the dream is over ! Generous girl I 
Oh, Georgina ! I will deserve you yet. 

GRAVES. 

Georgina ! is it possible ? 



And the delicacy, the womanhood, the exquisite grace 
of this ! How we misjudge the depth of the human heart ! 
How seeing the straws on the surface, we forget that the 
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pearls may lie liid below ! * I imagined her incapable of 
this devotion. 

GBAYES. 

And / too. 



It were base in me to continne this trial a moment 
longer: I will write at once to undeceiye that generous 
heart {writing). 

GRAVES. 

I would have given 1000^. if that little jade Clara had 

been beforehand. But just like my luck : if I want a man 

to marry one woman, he's sure to marry another on purpose 

to vex me I 

[Eybltn ringi the hdU 

Enter Servant 

EYELTN. 

Take this instantly to Miss Vesey ; say I will call in an 
hour. [Exit Servant.) And now Clara is resigned for 
ever I Why does my heart sink within me ? Why, why, 
looking to the fate to come, do I see only the memory of 
what has been ? 

OBAYEB. 

You are re-engaged then to Georgina ? , 

XYELTN. 

Irrevocably. 

* "Errors like str»WB," Ac. 



Digitized 



by Google 



SCENE IT.] MONET. 147 



SCENE IV. 

Enter Servant^ amnouncmg Lady Fbankun and Miss Douglas. 
EvsLTN and Gbates. 

LADY FRAKKLIN. 

My dear Eveljn, you may think it strange to receive 
such visitors at this moment ; but, indeed, it is no time for 
ceremony. We are your relations — it is reported you are 
about to leave the country — we come to ask frankly what 
we can do to serve you ? ' 



Madam — I 

• LADY FRANKLIN. 

Come, come — do not hesitate to confide in us ; Clara is 
less a stranger to you than I am : your friend here will 
perhaps let me consult with him. — [Aside to Graves.) Let 
us leave them to themselves. 



You're an angel of a widow ; but you come too late, as 
whatever is good for anything generally does. 

\They retire into the inner room^ which tthovid he partially 
open. 

l2 
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Miss Douglas, I may well want words to thank yoa; 
this goodness — ^this sympathy 

ci^RA, {abandoning herself to her einotion). 
Evelyn ! Evelyn ! Do not talk thus ! — Goodness ; sym- 
pathy! — I have learned all— -all/ It is for mb to speak 
of gratitude ! What i even when I had so wounded you 
— when you believed me mercenary and cold — ^when you 
thought that I was blind and base enough not to know you 
for what you are; — even at that time you thought but of 
my happiness — my fortunes — mj fate ! — And to you — ^you 
— I owe all that has raised the poor orphan from servitude 
and dependence ! While your words were so bitter, your 
deeds so gentle I Oh, noble Evelyn, this then was your 
revenge ! 

EVELYN. 

You owe me no thanks — that revenge was sweet! 
Think you it was nothing to feel that my presence haunted 
you, though you knew it not? — that in things, the pettiest 
as the greatest, which that gold .could buy — the very jewels 
you wore — ^the very robe in which, to other eyes, you 
might seem more fair — ^in all in which you took the 
woman's young and innocent delight — I had a part — a 
share? that, even if separated for ever— even if another's — 
even in distant years — ^perhaps in a happy home, listening 
to sweet voices that might call you " mother ! " — even 
then should the uses of that dross bring to your lips one 
smile — that smile was mine — due to me — due, as a sacred 
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debt, to the hand that you rejected — ^to the love that you 
despised ! 

CLARA. 

Despised ! See the proof that I despised you ! — see : in 
this hour, when they say you are again as poor as before, I 
forget the world — my pride — ^perhaps too much my sex : I 
remember but your sorrows — I am here ! 

EVELYN (aside). 

Oh, Heaven! give me strength to bear it! — {Aloud.) 
And is this the same voice that, when I knelt at your feet 
— ^when I asked but one day the hope to call you mine — 
spoke only of poverty, and answered, "Never?" 



Because I had been unworthy of your love if I had 
ensured your misery. Evelyn, hear me ! My father, like 
you, was poor — generous ; gifted, like you, with genius — 
ambition : sensitive, like you, to the least breath of insult. 
He married, as you would have done — married one whose 
only dower was penury and care! Alfred, I saw that 
genius the curse to itseK ! — I saw that ambition wither to 
despair ! — I saw the struggle — the humiliation — the proud 
man^s agony — the bitter life — the early death ! — and heard 
over his breathless clay my mother's groan of self-reproach ! 
Alfred Evelyn, now speak ! Was the woman you loved so 
nobly to repay you with such a doom ? 

bVeltn. 
Clara, we should have shared it \ 
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OLABA. 

Shared? Never let the woman who really loves, comfort 
her selfishness with such delusion ! In marriages like this 
the wife cannot share the burden ; it is he — the husband — 
to provide, to scheme, to work, to endure — ^to grind out 
his strong heart at the miserable wheel ! The wife, alas ! 
cannot share the struggle — she can but witness the despair ! 
And therefore, Alfred, I rejected you. 

EVELYN. 

Yet you believe me as poor now as I was then. 



But /am not poor : we are not so poor ! Of this fortune, 
which is all your own — if, as I hear, one-half would free you 
from your debts, why, we have the other half still left. 
Evelyn ! it is humble — but it is not penury. 



Cease, cease — ^you know not how you torture me. Oh, 
that when hope was possible ; — oh, that you had bid me 
take it to my breast and wait for a brighter day ! 



And so have consumed your life of life upon a hope 
perhaps delayed till age — shut you from a happier choice, 
from fairer fortunes — shackled you with vows that, as 
my youth and its poor attributes decayed, would only 
have irritated and galled — made your whole existence 
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one long suspense I No, Alfred, even yet you do not 
know, me I 



Know you ! Fair angel, too excellent for man^s harder 
nature to understand! — at least it is permitted me to 
revere. Why were such blessed words not vouchsafed 
to me before? — ^why, why come they now? — ^too late! 
Oh, Heaven — too late I 

OLARA. 

Too late I What^ then, have I said ? 

KVKLTK. 

Wealth ! what is it without you ? JFitA you, I recog- 
nise its power; to forestall your every wish — to smooth 
your every path — to make all that life borrows from Grace 
and Beauty your ministrant and handmaid; and then, 
looking to those eyes, to read there the treasures of a heart 
that excelled all that kings could lavish ; — why tAat were to 
make gold indeed a god ! But vain — vain — vain I Bound 
by every tie of faith, gratitude, loyalty, and honour, to 
anoth^ ! 

OLABA. 

Another ! Is she, then, true to your reverses ? I did 
not know this — ^indeed, I did not ! And I have thus 
betrayed myself ! O, shame ! he must despise me now ! 
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SCENE V. 

The foregoing, — Enter Sib John; at the same time Obayes and 
Last FBAmojir advance from the inner room, 

SIB JOHN {mth dignity and frankneuy 
Evelyn, I was hasty yesterday. You must own it natural 
that I should be so. But Georgina has been so urgent in 

your defence, that {as Lady Franklin comes up to 

listen) Sister, just shut the door, will you ^that I cannot 

resist her. Whafs money without happiness? So give 
me your security ; for she insists on lending you the 10,000/. 

j EVELYN. 

I know ; and have already received it. 



Already received it ! Is he joking ? Faith, for the last 
two days I believe I have been living amongst the 
Mysteries of TJdolpho ! Sister, have you seen Georgina ? 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

Not since she went out to walk in the square. 
SIB JOHN {aside). 

She's not in the square nor the house — where the deuce 
can the girl be ? 
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I have written to Miss Vesey — I have asked her to fix 
the day for our wedding. 

SIR JOHN (joyfvUy\ 
Have you ? Go, Lady Erahklin, find her instantly— she 
must be back by this* time : take my carriage, it is but a 
step — ^you wonH be two minutes gone. — [Aside.) Td go 
myself, but Fm afraid of leaving him a moment whfle he^s 
in such excellent dispositions. 

LADT PRANKLIN {rej^uisvng ClaBA). 

No, no : stay till I return. 

^ [ExU. 

BIB JOHN. 

And don't be down-hearted, my dear fellow; if the 
worst come to the worst, you will have everything I can 
leave you. Meantime, if I can in any way help you 

EVELYN. 

Ha! — jonl^ou, too? Sir John, you have seen my 
letter to Miss Vesey? {Aside) or could she have learned 
the truth before she ventured to be generous ? 

SIR JOHN. 

No ! on my honour. I only just called at the door on 

my way from Lord Spend that is, from the City. 

Georgina was out; — was ever anything so unlucky?— 
{Without.) [Hurrah— hurrah ! Blue for ever !]— What's 
that? 
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Enter Sharp. 

BHABP. 

Sir, a deputation from Groginhole — poll closed in the 
first hour — ^you are returned ! Holloa, sir — holloa ! 

EVBLTir. 

And it was to please Clara ! 

SIB JOHN. 

Mr. Sharp— Mr. Sharp — I say, how much has Mr. 
Evelyn lost by Messrs. Flash and Co ? 

SHARP. 

Oh, a great deal, sir, — a great deal. 

SIB JOHN {alanMd). 
How ? — a great deal ! 

EVELYN. 

Speak the truth, Sharp, — concealment is all over. 

SHARP. 

228^. 6«. M, — a great sum to throw away ! 

GRAVES. 

Ah, I comprehend now! Poor Evelyn , caught in his 
own trap ! 

SIB JOHN. 

Eh ! what, my dear boy ? — what ? Ha ! ha ! aU humbug, 
was it ? — ^all humbug, upon my soul ! So, Mr. Sharp, isn't 



Digitized 



by Google 



soKirs v.] MONiY. 155 

he ruined after all ? — not the least, wee, rascally, Uttle bit 
in the world, ruined P 

SHABP. 

Sir, he has never even lived up to his income. 

SIB JOHK. 

Worthy man ! I could jump up to the ceiling ! I am 
the happiest father-in-law in the three kingdoms. — ^And 
that^s my sister's knock, too. 

CLABA. 

Since I was mistaken, cousin, — since, now, you do not 
need me, — forget what has passed; my business here is 
over. Farewell ! 



Could you but see my heart at this moment, with what 
love, what veneration, what anguish it is filled, you would 
know how Httle, in the great calamities of life, fortune is 
really worth. And must we part now, — now, when — when 
1 never wept before, since my mother died ! 

Enter Lady Fbanklin cmd Qeobgin^, followed hy Blount, who looks 
shy cmd enibarrcused. 

OBATBS. 

Georgina herself — ^then there^s no hope. 

SIB JOHN. 

What the deuce brings that fellow Blount here? — 
Georgy, my dear Georgy, I want to 
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EVELYN. 

Stand back^ Sir John ! 

BIB JOHN. 

But I must speak a word to her — ^I want to 



EVELYN. 

Stand back^ I say, — not a whisper — not a sign. If your 
daughter is to be my wife, to her heart only will I look for 
a reply to mine, 

LADY FRANKLIN (^0 GeORGINA). 

Speak the truth, niece. 

EVELYN. 

Georgina, it is true, then, that you trust me with your 
confidence — ^your fortune ? It is also true, that when you 
did so you believed me ruined ? Oh, pardon the ^oubt ! 
Answer as if your father stood not there — answer me from 
that truth the world cannot yet have plucked from your 
soul — answer as if the woe or weal of a life trembled in the 
balance — answer as the woman's heart, yet virgin and 
unpolluted, should answer to one who has trusted to it 
his all I 

GEORGINA. 

What can he mean ? 

SIB JOHN i^mjoiki'n/g signs). 

She won't look this way, she won't — ^hang her — Hem ! 

EVELYN. 

You falter. I implore — I adjure you — answer ! 
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LADT FRANKLIK. 

The truth ! 

GBORGINA. 

Mr. Evelyn, your fortune might well dazzle me, as it 
dazzled others. Believe me, I sincerely pity your reverses. 

SIB JOHN. 

Good girl ! you hear her, Evelyn. 

GEORGINA. 

What^s money without happiness ? 

SIB JOHN. 

Clever creature ! — my own sentiments ! 

GEORGINA. 

And so, as our engagement is now annulled, — ^papa told 
me so this very morning, — I have promised my hand where 
T have given my heart — to Sir Frederick Blount. 

SIB JOHN. 

I told you, — I? No such thing — no such thing: you 
frighten her out of her wits — she don't know what she's 
saying. 

EVELYN. 

Am I awake ? But this letter — this letter, received to- 
day 

LADT FRANKLIN (loohirig over the letter), 
Drummond's — from a banker ! 
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EVSLTV. 

Bead — ^read. 

LADT FBAHKLnr. 

''Ten thousand pounds jnst placed to your account — 
from the same unknown friend to Evelyn.^' Oh, CJIara, I 
know now why you went to Dmmmond's this morning. 

ETELnr. 
Qara! What! — and the fonner one with the same 
signature, on the fiEdth of which I pledged my Iiand and 
sacrificed my heart 

LADY FBANKLIN. 

Was written under my eyes, and the secret kept that 

ETELTN. 

Look up, look up, Clara — ^I am free ! — I am released ! 
you forgive me ? — ^you love me ? — ^you are mine ! We are 
rich — ^rich ! I can give you fortune, power, — ^I can devote 
to you my whole life, thought, heart, soul — ^I am all yours, 
Clara— ^my own — ^my wife ! 

SIB JOHN (to GEOBaiNA). 

So, youVe lost the game by a revoke, in trumping yonr 
own father's best of a suit ! — Unnatural jade ! — Aha, Lady 
Franklin — I am to thank you for this ! 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

YouVe to thank me that she^s not now on the road to 
Scotland with Sir Frederick. I chanced on them by the 
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Park just in time to dissuade and save her. But^ to do her 
justice, a hint of your displeasure was sufficient. 

And you know, P^pa^ you said this very morning that 
poor Trederick had been very ill-used, and you would settle 
it all at the club. 

BLOUKT. 

Come, Sir John, you can only blame yourself and Evelyn's 
cunning device. After all, Fm no such vewy bad match ; 
and as for the 10,000/. 



ril double it. Ah, Sir John, whaf s money without 

1? 



SIB JOHN. 

Pshaw — ^nonsense — stuff ! Don't humbug me ! 

LADY EBANKLIN. 

But if you don't consent, she'll have no husband at all. 

8IB JOHN. 

Hum ! there's something in that. {Aside to Evelyn.) 
Double it, will you? Then settle it all tightly on her. 
Well — ^well — ^my foible is not avarice. Blount, make her 
happy. Child, I forgive you. — {Pinching her arm.) Ugh, 
you fool ! 

QBAVES {to Lady Franklin). 

I'm afraid ifs catching. What say you? I feel the 
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sjmptoms of matrimony creeping all over me. Shall we, 
eh? Frankly, now, frankly 

LADT FRAVKCDr. . 

Frankly, now, there's my hand, on one condition, — that 
we finish our reel on the wedding-day. 

GRAVES. 

Accepted. Is it possible ? Sainted Maria ! thank 
Heaven yon are spared this affliction ! 

Enter Smooth. 

SMOOTH. 

How d'ye do, Alfred? I intrude, I fear! Quite a 
family party. 

BLOUNT. 

Wish us joy. Smooth — Georgina's mine, and 

SMOOTH. 

And our four friends there apparently have made up 
another rubber. John, my dear boy, you look as if you 
had something at stake on the odd trick. 

SIR JOHN. 

Sir, your very Confound the fellow! — and he's a 

dead shot, too ! 

Enter Stout and Olossmobe hattily, talking vM each, other, 

STOUT. 

Pm sure he's of our side ; we've all the intelligence. 
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GL06SM0BE. 

Fm sure he^s of our^s if his fortune is safe, for weVe all 
the property. — ^My dear Evelyn, you were out of humour 
yesterday — ^but I forgive you. 

STOUT. 

Certainly ! — what would become of pubUc life if a man 
were obliged to be two days running in the same mind ? — 
I rise to explain. — Just heard of your return, Evelyn. 
Congratulate you. The great motion of the session is fixed 
for Friday. We count on your vote. Progress with the 
times! 

GLOSSMORE. 

Preserve the Constitution ! 

STOUT. 

Tour money will do wonders for the party ! — Advance ! 

GLOSSMOBE. 

The party respects men of your property ! Stick fast ! 

EYELTN. 

I have the greatest respect, I assure you, for the worthy 
and intelligent flies upon both sides the wheel ; but whether 
we go too fast or too slow, does not, I fancy, depend so 
much on the flies as on the Stout Gentleman who sits 
inside and pays the post-boys. Now all my poUtics as yet 
is to consider what's best for the Stout Gentleman ! 

SMOOTH. 

Meaning John BuU. Ce cher old John ! 
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STOUT. 

Fm as wise as I was before. 

GLOSSMOBE. 

Sir, he's a trimmer ! 

EVELYN. 

Smooth, we have yet to settle our first piquet acoount 
and our last ! ^d I sincerely thank you for the service 
you have rendered to me, and the lesson you have given 
these gentlemen. — {Turning to Claba.) Ah, Clara, you — 
you have succeeded where wealth had failed ! Tou have 
reconciled me to the world and to mankind. My friends^ 
we must confess it — amidst the humours and the follies, the 
vanities, deceits, and vices that play their parts in the Great 
Comedy of Life — ^it is our own fault if we do not find such 
natures, though rare and few, as redeem the rest, brighten- 
ing the shadows that are flung from the form and body of 
the TIME with gHmpses of the everlasting holiness of truth 
and love. 

GRAVES. 

But for the truth and the love, when found, to make us 
tolerably happy, we should not be without 

LADT FRANKUN. 

Good health; 

GRAVES. 

Good spirits; 
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CLARA. 

A good heart; 

SMOOTH. 

An innocent rubber; 

OEOBGINA. 

Congenial tempers ; 

BLOUMT. 

A pwoper degwee of pwudence; 

STOUT. 

Enlightened opinions ; 

GLOSSMORE. 

Constitutional principles ; 

SIB JOHN. 

Knowledge of the world ; 

EVELYN. 

And plenty of Money ! 
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Sc^tcatton, 



HIS GRACE THE DUKE OF DEVONSHIRE, K.G. 



Mt Loud Duks, 

This Play is respectfully dedicated to your Grace in token 
of the earnest gratitude, both of Anthor and Performers, for the 
genial and noble sympathy which has befriended their exertions in 
the cause of their brotherhood. 

The debt that we can but feebly acknowledge, may those who come 
after us seek to repay ; and may each loftier CultiTator of Art and 
Letters, whom the Institution established under your auspices may 
shelter from care and penury, see on its comer-stone your princely 
name, — and perpetuate to distant times the affectionate homage it 
commands from ourselves. 

It is this hope that can alone render worthy the tribute which, in 
my own name as Author, and in the names of my companions the 
Performers, of the Play first represented at Devonshire House, I now 
offer to your Qraoe, with every sentiment that can deepen and endear 
tlie respect and admiration 

With which I have the honour to be, 
My Lord Duke, 
Tour Qrace^s most obedient and faithful servant, 

E. BULWER LYTTON. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS. 

The Duke of Middlbsks, -> Peen cUtached to the ton of James II., 
Thb Earl of Loftus, J commonly called the Pint Prdender. 
Lord Wilmot, a young man at ike head of the Mode more than a 

century ago, ton to Lord Loftut. 
Mb. Shadowlt Softhead, a young gentleman from the city, friend 

and double to Lord Wilmot, 
Habdman, a rising Member of Parliament, and adherent to Sir Robert 

WalpoU, 
Sib Geoffrey Thobkside, a gentleman of good family and estate. 
Mr. Goodenough Easy, in business, highly respectable, and a friend 

of Sir Qeoffrey. 
CoLOKEL Flint, a Pire-eater. 
Mb. Jacob Tovsok, a Bookseller. 
Smabt, Valet to Lord Wilmot. 
Hodge, Servaml to Sir Geoffrey Thomside. 
Paddy O'Sulutaw, Mr. Pollen's Landlord. 
Mr. David Falleit, Cfrubb Street Author and Pamphleteer. 

Coffee-House Loungers, Drawsers, Newsmen, Watehmen, Ae, <ke, 

Lucy, daughter to Sir Geoffrey Thomside, 

Babbaba, daughter to Mr. Ea^ty. 

The Lady of Dbadmah's Lake (Lady Thobnsidb). 

Late of Play— The Eeign of George I. Scene— hondon. 

Time supposed to be occupied, From the noon of the first day to the 
afternoon of the second. 
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NOT SO BAD AS WE SEEM ; 



OB, 



MANY SIDES TO A CHAEACTEE. 



ACT I. 

Scene I. — Loed Wilmot's Apartment in St James's. 

SMABT (showing in a Masked Lady). 
My Lord is dressing. As you say, madam, it is late. 
But though he never wants sleep more than once a week, 
yet when he does sleep, I am proud to say he sleeps better 
than any man in the three kingdoms. 

LADY. 

I have heard much of Lord Wilmot^s eccentricities — but 
also of his generosity and honour, 

BMABT. 

Yes, madam, nobody like him for speaking ill of himself 
and doing good to another. 
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Enter Wnjf or. 

WILMOZ. 



* And sleepless lovers just at twelve awake.' Any duels 
to-day Smart ? No— I see something more dangerous — a 
woman. {To Smult.) Vanish. {Placing a chair for Lady.) 
Madam^ have I the honour to know you? Condescend to 
remove your vizard. (Lady lifU her mast.) Very fine 
woman, still — decidedly dangerous. Madam, allow me one 
precautionary observation — ^My affections are engaged. 



So I conjectured; for I have noticed you from the 
window of my house, walking in the garden of Sir Geoflfrey 
Thomside with his fair daughter : and she seems worthy 
to fix the affections of the most fickle. 

WILMOT. 

My dear madam, do you know Sir Geoffrey ? Bind me 
to you for hfe, and say a kind word to him in my favour. 

LADT. 

Can you need it ? — ^young, highborn, accomplished 



Sir Qeoffre/s very objections against me. He says I 
am a fine gentleman, and has a vehement aversion to that 
section of mortals, because he implies that a fine gentleman 
once did him a mortal injury. But you seem moved — dear 
lady, what is your interest in Sir Geoffrey or myself? 
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LAST. 

Ton shall know later. Tell me, did Lucy Thoraside 
ever speak to you of her mother P 

WILMOT. 

Only to regret, with tears in her eyes, tlvat she had never 
known a mother — ^that lady died, I believe, while Lucy 
was but an infant, 

LADY. 

When you next have occasion to speak to her, say that 
you have i^een a friend of her mother, who has something 
to impart that may contribute to her father's happiness and 
her own, 

WILMOT. 

I will do your bidding this day, and 

SOFTHEAD (wUhout). 

Oh, never mind announcing me. Smart. 

LADY (ttctrting vp), 

I would not be seen here — I must be gone. Call on me 
at nine o'clock this evening; this is my address. 

Bnter Softhxad, as Lobd Wilmot is protecting Lady's retreatf and 
stares aghast, 

WILMOT (aside). 

Do not fear him— best little fellow in the world, 
ambitious to be thought good for nothing, and frightened 
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out of his wits at the sight of a petticoat. {Aloud, as he 
attends her out) Allow me to escort yoiir Ladyship. 

SOFTHEAD. 

Ladyship ! — lucky dog. But then he is such a viUain ! 

wiLMOT (^retumingy a/nd loohing cU the addms). 
Very mysterious visitor — sign of Crown and Portcullis, 
Deadman's Lane — a very funereal residence. Ha, Softhead I 
my Pylades — ^my second self I Anima 

SOFTHEAD. 

Enemy ! 

WILMOT. 

Bimidium meae. 

SOFTHEAD. 

Bimi! that's the oath last in fashion, I warrant. {With 
a swagger and a slap on the hack.) Dimidum mea, how 
d'ye do? But what is that lady? — ^masked too? Oh, 
Fred, Fred, you are a monster ! 

WILMOT. 

Monster ! ay, horrible 1 That lady may well ,wear a 
mask. She has poisoned three husbands. 

SOFTHEAD. 

Dimidum mea, 

WILMOT. 

A mere harmless gallantry has no longer a charm for 
me. 
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SOFTHEAD. 

Nor for me either ! (Aside.) Never had. 

WILMOT. 

Nothing should excite us true men of pleasure but some 
colossal atrocity, to bring our necks within an inch of the 
gallows ! 

SOFTHEAD. 

He's a perfect demon ! Alas, I shall never come up to 
its mark ! 

Enter Smabt. 

SMART. 

Mr. Hardman, my Lord. 

WIllMOT. 

Hush! Must not shock Mr. Hardman, the most 
firiendly obliging man, and so clever — will be a minister 
some day. But not one of our set. 

Enter Hardman. 

HARDMAN. 

And how fares my dear Lord ? 

WILMOT. 

Bravely — and you ? Ah ! you men who live for others 
have a hard life of it. Let me present to you my friend, 
Mr, Shadowly Softhead. 
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The son of the great dothier who has such weight in the 
Guild? I have heard of you from Mr. Easy and others, 
though never so fortunate as to meet you before, Mr. 
Softhead. 

SOFTHEAD. 

Shadowly Softhead: — my grandmother was one of the 
Shadowlys — a genteel family that move about Court. She 
married a Softhead 

WILMOT. 

A race much esteemed in the city. 

HARDMAN. 

A new picture, my Lord ? Fm no very great judge — 
but it seems to me quite a master-piece. 

WILMOT. 

Tve a passion for art. Sold off my stud to buy that 
picture. {Aside. And please my poor father.) "Ks a 
Murillo. 

HARDMAN. 

A Murillo ! you know that Walpole, too, has a passion 
for pictures. — ^In despair at this moment that he can't find 
a Murillo to hang up in his gallery. If ever you want to 
corrupt the Prime Minister's virtue, you have only to say, 
" I have got a Murillo.'' 

WILMOT. 

Well, if, instead of the pictures, he'll just hang up the 
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men he has bought, you may tell hiin he shall have my 
Murillo for nothing ! 

HABBMAN. 

Bought ! now really, my Lord, this is so vulgar a scandal 
against Sir Eobert. Let me assure your Lordship '- 



Lordship I Plague on these titles among friends. Why, 
if the Duke of Middlesex himself — commonly styled ' the 
Proud Duke ' — who said to his Duchess, when she astonished 
his dignity one day with a kiss, ' Madam, my first wife was 
a Percy, and she never took such a liberty ; ' * 

HABDMAN. 

Ha ! ha ! well, if ' the Proud Duke' 

WILMOT. 

Could deign to come here, we would say, ' How d'ye do, 
my dear Middlesex ! ' 

SOFTHEAD. 

So we would, Fred ! Middlesex. — Shouldn't you like fo 
know a Duke, Mr. Hardman ? 

* This well-known anecdote of the Proud Duke of Somerset, and some other 
recorded traits of the same eminent personage, have been freely applied to the 
character, intended to illustrate the humour of pride, in the comedy. None of 
our English memoirs afford, however, instances of that infirmity so extravagant 
as are to be found in the French. Tallamant has an anecdote of the celebrated 
Dwikeue de LongueviUe, which enlivens the burlesque by a bull that no Irish 
imagination ever suxxMUSsed. A sui^geon having probably saved her life by 
bleeding her too suddenly and witiiout sufficient ceremonial,— the Duchate said, 
on recovering herself, that "he was an insolent fellow to have bled her— in her 
pruenoe,** 
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I have known one or two — ^in bpposition : and had 
rather too mnch of 'em. 

SOFTHSAD. 

Too much of a Duke ! La I I could never have eno' of 
a Duke! 

HABDMAN. 

You may live to think otherwise. 
Enter Smart. 

SMART. 

His Orace the Duke of Middlesex. 
SrUer Duke. 

DUKE. 

My Lord Wilmot, your most obedient servant. 

WILMOT. 

{Aside, Now then, courage!) How d'ye do, my dear 
Middlesex ? 

DUKE. 

' How d'ye do ? ' * Middlesex ! ' Gracious heaven ; what 
will this age come to ? 

HARDMAN (tO SOFTHEAD). 

Well, it may be the fashion, — yet I could hardly advise 
you to adopt it. 
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SOFTHEAD. / 

But if Pred 

HARDKAN. 

Oh ! certainly Fred is an excellent model 

sorrnaAD. 
Yet, there's something very awful in a Jive Duke I 

HARDMAN. 

Tut I a mere mortal like ourselves, after all. 

SOFTHEAD. 

D'ye really think so ? — upon your honour ? 

HABDMAN. 

Sir, I am sure of it, — upon my honour, a mortal ! 

DUKE {twmmg atiffly round, and half rising from kU chaw in 
majestic condescension). 

Your Lordship's friends ? A good day to you, gentlemen ! 

SOFTHEAD. 

And a good day to yourself. My Lord Du 1 mean, 

my dear boy I — Middlesex, how d'ye do ? 

DUKB. 

'Mid!'— 'boyl'— 'sex!'— Mear!' I must be in a 
dream. 

wiLMOT {ta softhead). 

Apologise to the Duke. {To Hardman. Then hurry him 
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off into the next room.) Allow me to explam to your 
Grace. 

BOVTHEAD. 

But what shall I say P 

HABDMAN. 

Anything most civil and servile. 



I — I — my Lord Duke, I really most humbly entreat 
your Grace's pardon, I 

DUKS. 

Small man, your pardon is granted, for your existence is 
effaced. So far as my recognition is necessary to your 
sense of being, consider yourself henceforth — annihilated ! 

SOFTHEAD. 

I humbly thank your Grace ! Annihilated ! what's that ? 



Duke's English for excused. (Softhead wants to get back 
to the Duke.) What I have not you had enough of the 
Duke.?» 



No, now we've made it up. I never bea^ malice. I 
should like to know more of him; one can't get at a Duke 
every day. K he did call me ' small man,' he w a Duke, — 
and such a remarkably fine one ! 



Digitized 



by Google 



SCKTE I.] OE, MANY SIDES TO A CHARACTER. 179 

HARDMAlff (drawing him awap). 

You deserve to be haunted by him ! No — no ! Come 
into the next room. 

[ExeufU through tide-doer, Sotthead very reluctant to leave 
iheBxjJL^ 



There's something portentous in that small man's audacity. 
— Quite an aberration of Nature ! But we are alone now, 
we two gentlemen^ Your father is my friend, and his son 
must have courage and honour. 



Faith, I had the courage to say I would call your Grace 
' Middlesex,' and the honour to keep to my word. So Fve 
given good proof that I've courage and honour enough for 
anything! 

DUKE (affectionately). 

You're a wild boy. You have levities and follies. But 
alas! even rank does not exempt its possessor from the 
faults of humanity. Tery strange ! My own dead brother 
— {mtA a look ofdisgmL) 

WILMOT. 

Your brother. Lord Henry de Mowbray ? My dear Duke, 
pray forgive me; but I hope there's no truth in what 
Tonson, the bookseller, told me at Will's, — that your 
brother had left behind, certain Confessions or Memoirs, 
which are all that might be apprehended from a man of a 
temper so cynical, and whose success in the gay world was 

If 2 
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SO — terrible. {Aside. Determined seducer and implacable 
cut-throat I ) 

DUKB. 

Ha ! then those Memoirs exist ! My brother kept his 
profligate threat. I shall be ridiculed, lampooned. I, the 
head of the Mowbrays I Powers above, is nothing on earth, 
then, left sacred ! Can you learn in whose hands is this 
scandalous record ? 

WILMOT. 

I will try. Leave it tp me. I know Lord Henry bore 
you a grudge for renouncing his connexion, on account of 
his faults — of humanity ! I remember an anecdote how he 
fought with a husband, some poor devil named Morland, for 
a boast in a tavern, which — Oh, but we^U not speak of that. 
We mtisl get the Memoir. We gentlemen have all common 
cause here. 

DUKE {taking his hand). 

Worthy son of your father. You deserve, indeed, the 
trust that I come to confide to you. Listen. His Majesty, 
King James, having been deceived by vague promises in 
the Expedition of fifteen, has very properly refused to 
imperil his rights again, unless upon the positive pledge of 
a sufficient number of persons of influence, to risk life and 
all in his service. Myself and some others, not wholly 
unknown to you, propose to join in a pledge which our 
King with such reason exacts. Your assistance, my Lord, 
would be valuable, for you are the idol of the young. 
Doubts were entertained of your loyalty. I have come to 
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dispel them — a word will suffice. If we succeed, you 
restore the son of a Stuart ; if we fail, — you will go to the 
scaffold by the side of John Duke of Middlesex ! Can you 
hesitate ? or is silence assent ? 



My dear Duke, forgive me that I dismiss with a jest a 
subject so fatal, if gravely entertained. I have so many 
other engagements at present that, just to recollect them, I 
must keep my head on my shoulders. Accept my humblest 
excuses. 

DUKE. 

Accept mine for mistaking the son of Lord Loftus. 

[Goes «p to 0, D, 

WILMOT. 

Lord Loftas again ! Stay. Tour Grace spoke of persons 
not whoUy unknown to me. I entreat you to explain. 

DUKB. 

My Lord, I have trusted you with my own life ; but to 
compromise by a word the life of another ! — permit me to 
remind your Lordship that I am John Duke of Middlesex. 

\ExU. 

WILMOT. 

Can my father have entangled himself in some Jacobite 
plot ? How shall I find out ? — Ha ! Hardman, Hardman, 
I say ! Here's a man who finds everything out. 

(Enter Hardman amd Softhead.) 
Softhead, continue annihilated for the next five minutes or 
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SO. These books will help to the cessation of your existence 
mental and bodily. Mr. Locke, on the Understanding, will 
show that you have not an innate idea; and the Essay 
of Bishop Berkely will prove you have not an atom of 
matter. 



But- 



WILMOT. 

No buts ! — ^ihe/re the fashion. 

SOFTHEAD. 

Oh, if they're the fashion 

[SecOa himself cU the fuHher end of the room ; commences 
vigorously vnth Berkely and Locke, first one and then the 
other, and after corwincing hrmself that they are above his 
comprehension, gradually subsides from despadr into 



WILMOT to HARDMAN. 

My dear Hardman, you are the only one of my friends, 
whom, in spite of your politics, my high Tory father con- 
descends to approve of. Every one knows that his family 
were stout cavaliers attached to the Stuarts. 



HABOICAS. 



{Aside. Ah ! I guess why the Jacobite Duke has been 
here. I must look up David FaUen; he is in all the 
schemes for the Stuarts.) Well— and 



WILHOT. 



And the Jacobites are daring and numerous j and,— in 
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short, I should just like to know that my fkther views 
things with the eyes of our more wise generation. 

HAEDMAH. 

Why not ask him yourself? 

WILMOT. 

Alas I Fm in disgrace; he even begs me not to come to 
his house. You see he wants me to marry. 

HABDMAN. 

But your father bade me tell you, he would leave your 
choice to yourself; — ^would marriage then seem so dreadful 

a sacrifice ? 

I 

WILJCOT. 

Sacrifice ! Leave my choice to mysdf P My dear 
father. {Rings the iand-belL) Smart! {Enter Smaet.) 
Order my coach. 

HABDMAN. 

This impatience looks very like love. 

WILMOT. 

Pooh ! what do you know about love ? — you, — ^who love 
only ambition ! Solemn old jilt, with whom one's never 
safe from a rival. 

nARDMAN. 

Yes ; — always safe from a rival both in love and ambi- 
tion, if one win watch to detect, and then scheme to 
destroy him. 
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WHiMOT. ' 

Destroy — ruthless exterminator! May we never be 
rivals I Pray keep to ambition. 

But ambition lures me to love. This fair Lucy Thorn- 
side, as rich as she's fair I woe indeed to the man who shall 
be my rival with her. I will call there to-day. 

"WILMOT. 

Then, you'll see my father, and sound him ? 

HABDMAN. 

I wiU do so. 

WILMOT. 

Ton are the best friend I have. If ever I can serve you 
in return 

HABDMAN. 

Tut ! in serving my friends, His myself that I serve. 

[Exit, 
WILMOT (after a moment^s thought). 

Now to Lucy. Ha ! Softhead. 

SOFTHBAD (wokingup). 

Heh! 

WILMOT (aside), 
I must put this suspicious Sir Geoffrey on a wrong 
scent. If Softhead were to make love to the girl — ^violently 
— desperately. 
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BOFTHIAD (yaioning), 

I would give the world to be tucked up in bed now ! 

WILMOT. 

Tve a project — an intrigue — ^be all life and all fire! 
Why you tremble 

SOFTHEAD. 

With excitement. Proceed ! 

WILMOT. 

There's a certain snarling suspicious Sir Geoffrey Thorn- 
side, with a beautiful daughter, to whom he is a sort of a 
one-sided bear of a father — all growl and no hug. 

SOFTHEAD. 

I know him ! 

WILMOT. 

You. How ? 

SOFTHEAD. 

Why, his most intimate friend is Mr. Goodenough Easy. 

WILMOT. 

Lucy presented me to a Mistress Barbara Easy. Pretty 
girl. 

SOFTHEAD. 

Ton are not courting her ? 

WILMOT. 

Not at present. Are you ? 
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80FTBBAD. 

Why, my father wants me to marry her, 

WILXOT. 

You refused P 



No. I did not. , 

WILMOT. 

Had %he that impertinence ? 

SOFTHEAD. 

No ; but her father had. He wished for it once ; but 
since Tve become a la mode, and made a sensation at St. 
James's, he says that his daughter shall be courted no 
more by a man of such fashion. Oh ! he's low, Mr. Easy : 
very good-humoured and hearty, but respectable, sober, 
and square-toed ; — decidedly low ! — City bred ! So I can't 
go much to his house ; but I see Barbara sometimes at 
Sir Geoffrey's. 

WILMOT. 

Excellent! Listen: I am bent upon adding Lucy 
Thomside to the list of my conquests. But her churl of 
a father has already given me to understand that he hates 
a lord 

SOFTHEAD. 

Hates a lord ! Can such men be ? 

WUHOT. 

And despises a man a la mode. 
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SOFTHEAD. 

I knew he was eccentric, but this is downright insanity. 

WILMOT 

Brief. I see very well that he'll soon shut his doors in 
my face, unless I make him believe that it is not his 
daughter who attracts me to his house ; so I tell you what 
we will do ; — you shall make love to Lucy — ^violent love, 
you rogue. 

SOFTHEAD. 

But Sir GeoflFrey knoWs Fm in love with the other. 



Thaf s over. Father refused you — ^transfer of affection ; 
natural pique and human inconstancy. And, in return, to 
oblige you. Til make love just as violent to Mistress 
Barbara Easy. 

SOFTHEAD. 

Stop, stop ; I don't see the necessity of that. 



Poohl nothing more clear. Having thus duped the 
two lookers on, we shall have ample opportunity to change 
partners, and hands across, then down the middle and up 
again. 

EnUr Sbiart. 

SMART. 

Tour coach waits, my Lord. 
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WILMOT. 

Come along. Fie! that^s not the way to conduct a 
cane. Has not Mr. Pope our great poet of fashion, given 
you the nicest instructions in that art ? 

* Sir Plume, of amber snuff-box justly vain. 
And the nice conduct of a clouded cane.' 

The cane does not conduct you ; you conduct the cane. 
Thus, with a debonnair swing. Now, toother hand on 
your haunch; eBsj, d^age — ^impudently graceful ; with the 
air of a gentleman, and the heart of a — ^monster ! Allons ! 
Vive la joie, 

SOFTHEAD. 

Vive la jaw, indeed. I feel as if I were going to be 
hanged. Allons ! Vive la mtc ! 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT II. 

Scene 1.— Library in the house o/SiB Geoftrby Thornbide. — At the 
hack a large Window opening nearly to the grovmd, — Side-door to (m 
adjoining room, — l^yle of decoration, that introduced from the 
DtUch in the reign of WHliam III. {old-fashumed, therefore, at the 
date assigned to the Play) — rich and heavy; oaJs panels, paaily 
giU ; high-backed chairs, Ac* 

Enter Sib Qeoffret and Hodge. 

SIB GEOFFBST. 

But I say the dog did howl last night, and it is a most 
suspicious circumstance. 



Pegs, my dear Measter, if you'se think that these Lunnon 
thieves have found out that your honour's rents were paid 
last woik, mayhap Td best sleep here in the ioibery. 

SIB GSOFFBST {osids). 

How does he know I keep my monies here ? 

HODGE. 

Zooks! Tse the old blunderbuss, and that will boite 
better than any dog Fse warrant ! 
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SIB OEOFFBKT. 

{Aside. I begin to suspect him. For ten years have I 
nursed that viper at my hearth^ and now he wants to sleep 
in my library, with a loaded blunderbuss, in case I should 
come in and detect him. I see murder in his very face. 
How blind Tve been !) Hodge, you are very good — ^very ; 
come closer. {Aside. What a felon step he has !) But I 
don't keep my rents here, they're all gone to the banker's. 

HODGE. 

Mayhap Fd best go and lock up the plate ; or wiU you 
send that to the banker's P 

SIB GE0F7BET. 

{Aside. I wonder if he has got an accomplice at the 
banker's ! It looks uncommonly like it.) No, Til not 
send the plate to the banker's, I'll — consider. You've not 
detected the miscreant who has been flinging flowers into 
the library the last four days? — or observed any one 
watching your master when he walks in his garden, from the 
window of that ugly old house in Deadman's Lane? 

HODGE. 

With the sign of the Crown and Poor-CuUey ! Why, it 
maun be very leately. 'Tint a week ago 'sin it war empty. 

SIB OEOFFBEY. 

{Aside. How he evades the question ! — just as they do 
at the Old Bailey.) Get along with you and feed the house- 
dog — he's honest ! 
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BODGE. 

Yes, your honour. 

[Exit. 

BIB OBOrrBET. 

Tin a very unhappy man, very ! Never did harm to any 
one — done good to many. And ever since I was a babe in 
the cradle, all the world have been conspiring and plotting 
against me. It certainly is an exceedingly wicked world ; 
and what its attraction can be to the other worlds, that they 
should have kept it spinning through space for six thousand 
years I can't possibly conceive — ^unless they are as bad as 
itself; I should not wonder. That new theory of attraction 
is a very suspicious circumstance against the planets — there's 
a gang of 'em ! {A hunch of flowers is thrown in at the 
window^ Heaven defend me ! There it is again ! This 
is the fifth bunch of flowers that's been thrown at me 
through the window — ^what can it possibly mean? — the 
most alarming circumstance. 

[ Cautiously poking at the fiowers with his sw(yrd. 

MB. GOODENCtOH EASY (wtthout). 

Tes, Barbara, go and find Mistress Lucy. [Entering,) 
How d/e do, my hearty ? 

BIB GE0EFBE7. 

Ugh ! hearty, indeed I 

EASY. 

Why, what's the matter ? what are you poking at those 
flowers for ? — ^is there a snake in them ? 
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SIB OBOFFBET. 

Worse than that, I suspect ! Hem ! Goodenough Easy, 
I believe I may trust you 

EAST. 

Tou trusted me once with five thousand pounds, 

SIB GEOFFBET. 

Dear, dear, I forgot that. But you paid me back. Easy ? 



Of course; but the loan saved my credit, and made my 
fortune : so the favour's the same. 

SIB GEOFFBET. 

Ugh ! Don't say that ; favours and perfidy go together ! 
a truth I learned early in life. What favours I heaped on 
my foster-brother. And did not he conspire with my cousin 
to set my own father against me ; and trick me out of my 
heritage ? 

EAST. 

But you've heaped favours as great on the son of that 
scamp of a foster-brother; and he 

Sm GEOFFBET. 

Ay ! but he don't know of them. And then there was 
my — ^that girl's mother 

BAST. 

Ah ! that was an affiction which might well turn a man^ 
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pre-inclined to suspicion, into a thorough self-tormentor for 
the rest of his life. But she loved you dearly once, old 
friend ; and were she yet alive, and could be proved guiltless 
after all 

BIB GBOFFBET. 

Guiltless! Sir? 

EAST. 

Well — well ! we agreed never to talk upon that subject. 
Come, come, what of the nosegay ? 

SIB OEOFFBEY. 

Yes, yes, the nosegay 1 Hark ! I suspect some design on 
my life. The dog howled last night. When I walk in the 
garden, somebody or something (canH see what it is) seems 
at the watch in a window in Deadman's Lane — pleasant 
name for a street at the back of one's premises I And what 
looks blacker than all, for five days running, has been thrown 
in at me, yonder, surreptitiously and anonymously, what you 
call — a nosegay I 

EAST. 

Ha ! ha I you lucky dog ! — ^you are still not bad-looking! 
Depend on it, the flowers come from a woman. 

SIB OEOFFBEY. 

A woman ! — my worst fears are confirmed ! In the small 
city of Placentia, in one year, there were no less than seven 
hundred cases of slow poisoning, and all by women. Flowers 
were among the instruments they employed, steeped in 

VOL. v. o 
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kurel water and other mephitic preparations. Those flowers 
are poisoned. Not a doabt of it ! — ^how very awfol ! 



But why should any one take the trouble to poison you, 
Geoffrey? 

SIB OBOFFBET. 

I don't know. But I don't know why seven hundred 
people in one year were poisoned in Placentia. Hodge ! 
Hodge ! 

{JETUer HoDGB.) 

Sweep away those flowers ! — lock 'em up with the rest in 
the coal-hole. Fll examine them all chemically, by and by, 
with precaution. '{Exit Hodge.) Don't smell at 'em; 
and, above all, don't let the house-dog smell at 'em. 



Ha! ha! 

SIB GE07FBBT. 

{Aside Ugh ! — ^that brute's laughing ! — ^no more feeling 
than a brickbat !) Goodenough Easy, you are a very 
happy man. 

EAST. 

Happy, yes. I could be happy on bread and water ! 



SIB OBOFFBET. 



And would toast your bread at a conflagration, and fill 
your jug from a deluge ! Ugh I I've a trouble you are more 
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likely to feel for, as youVe a girl of your own to keep out 
of mischief. A man named Wilmot, and styled ^ my Lord/ 
has called here a great many times ; he pretends he saved 
my — ^ahem ! — ^that is, Lucy from footpads, when she was 
coming home from your house in a sedan chair. And I 
suspect that man means to make love to her ! 



Egad ! that's the only likely suspicion you've hit on this 
many a day, Tve heard of Lord Wilmot. Softhead pro- 
fesses to copy him. Softhead, the son of a trader ! ^ be a 
lounger at White's and Will's, and dine with wits and fine 
gentlemen ! He live with lords ! — he mimic fasliion ! No ! 
I've respect for even the faults of a man ; but I've none for 
the tricks of a monkey. 

Sm OEOVPRET. 

Ugh ! you're so savage on Softhead, I suspect 'tis from 
envy. Man and monkey, indeed ! If a ribbon is tied to 
the tail of a monkey, it is not the man it enrages ; it is 
some other monkey whose tail has no ribbon ! 

EASY (angi'Uy)., , 

I disdain your insinuations. Do you mean to imply that 
I am a monkey? I won't praise myself; but at least a 
more steady, respectable, sober 

^B OEOFFBEY. 

Ugh ! sober ! — ^I suspect you'd get as drunk as a lord, if 
a lord passed the bottle. 

o2 
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Now, now, now. Take care ; — ^you'll put me in a passion. 

SIB GEOFFRET. 

There — there — beg pardon. But I fear youVe a sneaking 
respect for a lord. 

EAST. 

Sir, I respect the British Constitution and the House of 
Peers as a part of it; but as for a lord in himself, with a 
mere handle to his name, a paltry title 1 That can have no 
efiect on a Briton of independence and sense. And thaf s 
just the difference between Softhead and me. But as you 
don't like for a son-in-law, the real fine gentleman; perhaps 
you've a mind to the copy. 1 am sure you are welcome 
to Softhead. 

SIB OEOPFBEY. 

Ugh ! Fve other designs for the girl. 

EASY. 

Have you? What? Perhaps your favourite, young 
Hardman? — ^by the way, Pve not met him here lately. 

BnlUr Lucy a'nd Barbara. 

LUCY. 

0, my dear father, forgive me if I disturb you ; but I 
did so long to see you I 

SIB OlOFFBET. 



Why? 



Digitized 



by Google 



SCKITK I.] OE, MANY SIDES TO A CHABACTER. 197 

LUCT. 

Ah, father, is it so strange that your child 

SIB GEOFFBET {interrupting her). 
Why? 

LUCT, 

Because Hodge told me you^d been alarmed last night — 
the dog howled ! But it was full moon last night, and he 
will howl at the moon ! 

SIB OEOFFBEY {odde). 

How did she know it was full moon ? I suspect she was 
looking out of the window 

{Enter Hodge, cmnaimcing Lobd Wilmot cmd Mb. Shadowly 

SOFTHEA.D.) 

— ^Wilmot! my suspicions are confirmed; she was looking 
out of the window! This comes of Shakspeare having 
written that infernal incendiary trash about Eomeo and 
Juliet ! 

Enter Wilmot cmd Softhead, 
wilmot. 
Tour servant, ladies; — Sir Geoffrey, your servant. I 
could not refuse Mr. Softhead's request to inquire after your 
health. 

SIB GEOFFBET. 

' I thank your Lordship ; but when my health wants 
inquiring after I send for the doctor. 
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WILMOT. 

Is it possible 70a can do anything so dangerous and rash ? 

SIR OSOrFRKT. 

How ? — how ? 

WILMOT. 

Send for the very man who has an interest in your 
being ill! 

SIB GSOrFBXT (ofufe). 

That's very true. I did not think he had so much sense 

in him! 

[Sm Gboffbbt and East reUre up the ttage, 

I need not inquire how you are, ladies ? When Hebe 

retired from the world, she divided her bloom between you. 

Mistress Barbara, vouchsafe me the honour a queen accords 

to the meanest of her gentlemen. 

[Kisset Barbara's hand, and leada her aside, eowvening in 
dumb show, 

softhead. 

Ah, Mistress Lucy, vouchsafe me the honour which— 
{Aside. But she don't hold her hand in the same position.) 

EAST. 

Bravo ! — ^bravo ! Master Softhead I — Uncore ! 

SOFTHEAD. 

Bravo ! — Encore ! I don't understand you, Mr. Easy. 
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XAST. 

That bow of yours ! Perfect. Plain to see you have not 
forgotten the old Dancing Master in Crooked Lane. 

BOFTHBiJ). 

{Aside, Fm not an inconstant man ; but TU show that 

City fellow, there are other ladies in town besides his 

daughter.) — Dimidum mea, how pretty you are, Mistress 

Lucy! 

[WaUu atide vrith her, 

BIB OlOFFBET. 

That popinjay of a lord is more attentive to Barbara than 
ever he was to the other. 



Hey ! hey ! D'ye think so ? 

BIB OlOrFBBT. 

I suspect he has heard how rich you are. 
WnMOT afid Barbaba approaching, 

BARBABA. 

Papa, Lord Wilmot begs to be presented to you. 

[Bovfs interchanged, Wumot qffers enuff-hox. Easy at first 
dedinei, then aceepte — aneezee violently ; tmused to m/uff, 

SLR OBOFFBET. 

He ! he ! quite clear ! — ^titled fortune-hunter. Over head 
and ears in debt, I dare say. {Taies Wilmot aside.) 
Pretty girl. Mistress Barbara ! Eh ? 
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WILMOU. 

Pretty ! Say beautiful I 

BIB GBOFFRET. 

He ! he ! Her father will give her fifty thousand pounds 
down on the wedding day. 

WILMOT. 

I venerate the British merchant who can give his daughter 
fifty thousand pounds ! What a smile she has I [Hooking 
his arm into Sir Geoffrey^s.) I say, Sir Geoffrey, you see 
Fm very shy — bashful indeed — ^and Mr. Easy is watching" 
every word I say ^to his daughter : so embarrassing ! 
CouldnH you get him out of the room ? 

SIB GEOFFBST. 

Mighty bashful indeed ! Turn the oldest friend I have 
out of my room, in order that you may make love to his 
daughter ! 

[Turns away. 
WILMOT («o East). 
I say, Mr. Easy. My double, there. Softhead, is so shy 
— bashful indeed — and that suspicious Sir Geofeey is 
watching every word he says to Mistress Lucy : so em- 
barrassing ! Do get your friend out of the room, will you ! 

EAST. 

Ha ! ha ! Certainly, my Lord. {Aside. I see he wants 
to be alone with my Barbara. What will they say in 
Lombard-street, when she^s my Lady ? Shouldn't wonder 
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if they returned me M.R for the City). Come into the 
next room, Geoffrey; and tell me your designs for Lucy. 

SIB aEOPPRET. 

Oh, very well ! You wish to encourage that pampered 
young — Satrap ! How he does love a lord, and how a lord 
does love fifty thousand pounds I He ! he ! 

SJExevmJt Sib Qeoppret wnd East. 

wiLMOT i^nmning to Lucy and pvshmg aside Sopthead). 
B«turn to your native allegiance. Truce with the enemy 
and exchange of prisoners. 

[Leads Lucy aside — she rather grave and reluctant. 



So, you'll not speak to me, Mr. Softhead; words are 
too rare with you fine gentlemen to throw away upon old 
friends. 

SOFTHEAD. 

Ahem! 

BARBARA. 

You don't remember the wiater evenings you used to pass 
at our fireside ? nor the mistletoe bough at Christmas ? nor 
the pleasant games at Blind-man's Buff and Hunt the 
Slipper ? nor the strong tea I made you when you had the 
migraine P Nor how I prevented your eating Banbury cake 
at supper, when you know it always disagrees with you ? — 
But I suppose you are so hardened that you can eat 
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Banbiiiy cake eveiy niglit now ! — Tm sore ill's nothing to 
me! 

80FTHXAD. 

Those recollections of one's early innocence are very 
melting! One renounces a great deal of happiness for 
renown and ambition. — ^Barbara ! 



Shadpwly ! 

80FTHKAD. 

However one may rise in life — ^however the fashion may 
compel one to be a monster 

'BARBARA. 

A monster ! 



Yes, Fred and I are both monsters ! Still — ^still — still 
— ^'Ecod, I do love you with all my heart, and thaf s the 
truth of it. 

WiUfOT and Lucy advancing, 

LUCY. 

A friend of my lost mother's. Oh! yes, dear Lord 
Wilmot, do see her again — ^learn what she has to say. 
There are times when I so long to speak of that — ^my 
mother; but my father shuns even to mention her name. 
Ah, he must have loved her well 1 
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^nufOT. 
What genuine snsceptibiKty ! I have found what I have 
sought all my lifei the union of womanly feeling and child- 
like innocence. 

[AtUjnpta to take her hand; Luoy wiihdram U coyly. 
Nay, nay, if the renunciation of aU youthful levities and 
follies, if the most steadfast adherence to your side — 
despite all the chances of life, all temptations, aU dan- 
gers 

[Habdman's voice vMout, 

BABBABA. 

Hist I some one coming. 

WILMOT. 

Change partners ; hands across. My angel Barbara ! 
Enter Habdmait. 

HABDMAN. 

Lord Wilmot here ! 

WILMOT. 

What ! does Ae know Sir Geoffrey ? 

BABBABA. 

Oh yes. Sir Geoffrey thinks there's nobody like him. 

WILMOT. 

Well met, my dear Hardman. So you are intimate here? 

HABDMAK. 

Ay ; and you ? 
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WILUOT. 

An acquaintance in its cradle. Droll man. Sir Geofifrey; 
I delight in odd characters. Besides here are other 
attractions. 

[Returning to Bahbara. 

HABDMAH {(Utdc). 

K he be my rival ! Hum ! I hear from David Faflen 
that his father's on the brink of high treason ! That secret 
gives a hold on the son. 

[Joins LuCT. 

VILMOT (to BaRBABA). 

Ton understand ; 'tis a compact. You will favour my 
stratagem ? 

BARBARA. 

Yes ; and you'll engage to cure Softhead of his taste for 
the fashion, and send him back to ^the City. 



Since you live in the City, and condescend to regard 
such a monster ! 



Why, we were brought up together. His health is so 
delicate ; I should like fo take care of him. Heigho ! I 
am afraid 'tis too late, and papa will never forgive his past 
follies, 

WILMOT. 

Yet papa seems very good-natured. Perhaps there's 
another side to his character ? 
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BAB6ABA. 

Oh yes 1 He is such a very independent man, my papa ! 
and has such a contempt for people who go out of their 
own rank, and make fools of themselves for the sake of 
example. 

"WILMOT. 

Never fear ; FU ask him to dine, and open his heart 
with a cheerful glass. 

BARBARA. 

Cheerful glass ! Ton donH know papa — ^the soberest 
man ! If there's any thing on which he's severe, 'tis a 
cheerful glass, 

WILMOT. 

So, so ! does not he ever — ^get a little excited P 



Excited ! Don't think of it ! Besides, he is so in awe 
of Sir Geoffrey, who would tease him out of his life, if he 
could but hear that papa was so inconsistent as to — 
as to 

WILMOT. 

As to get — ^a little excited? [Aside. These hints 
should suffice me ! 'Gad, if I could make him tipsy for 
once in a way ! — I'll try.) Adieu, my sweet Barbara, and 
rely on the zeal of your faithful ally. Stay ; tell Mr, Easy 
that he must lounge into Will's. I will look out for him 
there in about a couple of hours. He'll meet many friends 
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from the City, and all the wits and fine gentlemen. Allons ! 
Five lajoie ! Softhead, we'll have a night of it ! 



Ah ! those were pleasant nights when one went to bed 

at half after ten. Heigho ! 

{At Habdman hiuet Luot's hamd, Wilmot gaily Tdsm Bar- 
bara's — Habdmam <A9erv€$ him vnth a litik tuspicion^ 
Wilmot returns hit hole lightly omd oardesily— Lucy 
and Barbara consciotts. 
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ACT IIL 

Scene I. — WiWs Coffeehouse; occupying the dep(k of the stage. 
Various groups ; some seated in boxes, some standing. In a 
box at the side, David Fallen seated uniting. 

Enter East speaking to various a^quaintanxxs as he passes to the 
backgrovmd. 

How d^ye do ? — Have you seen my Lord Wilmot ? — 
Good day. — ^Yes ; I seldom come here ; but Fve promised 
to meet an intimate friend of mine — Lord Wilmot. — 
Servant, sir ! — looking for my friend Wilmot : — Oh I not 
come yet ! — hum — ha ! — Charming young man, Wilmot : 
head of the mode ; generous, but prudent. I know all 
his affairs. 

Enter Kewsman. 

Great news ! great news 1 Suspected Jacobite Plot ! 

Pears of ministers ! — ^Army to be increased ! — Great news ! 

[Coffee-house frequenters gather rovmd Kewsman— to^e papers 
—form themselves into fresh grovps. 

Enter Habdman. 

HABDUAN. 

I have sent off my letter to Sir Robert Walpole. This 
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place, he must give it; the first favour I have asked. 
Hope smiles ; I am at peace mth. all men. Now to save 
Wilmofs father. {Approaches the box at which David 
Fallen w writing^ and stoops down, as if arranging his 
hucMe.) {To Fallen. Hist! Whatever the secret, re- 
member, not a word save to me.) 

[PatUB down the'atoffe, and is eoigerly greeted hy variom 
frequenters of the Coffeehouse, 

Enter Loud Loptus. 

LORD LOFTUS. 

Drawer, I engage this box ; give me the newspaper. So 
— ' Rumoured Jacobite plot. — ' 

Enter the BxjES of Middlesex. 

DUKE, • 

My dear Lord, I obey your appointment But is not 
the place you select rather strange ? 

L0FTU8. 

Be seated, I pray you. No place so fit for our purpose. 
First, because its very publicity prevents all suspicion. 
We come to a coffee-house, where all ranks and all parties 
assemble, to hear the news, like the rest. And, secondly, 
we could scarcely meet our agent anywhere else. He is a 
Tory pamphleteer: was imprisoned for our sake in the 
time of William and Mary. If we, so well known to be 
Tories, are seen to confer with him here, 'twill only be 
thought that we are suggesting some points in a pamphlet. 
May I beckon our agent ? 
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DUES. 

Certainly. He risks his life for us; he shall be duly 

rewarded. Let him sit by our side. (Lord Loptus 

motions to David Tallin, who takes up his pamphlet and 
approaches openly,) — I have certainly seen somewhere before 
that very thin man. Be seated, sir. Honourable danger 
makes all men equal. 

FALLEN. 

No, my Lord Duke. I know you not. It is the Earl I 
confer with. {Aside, I never stood in his hall, with 
lackeys and porters.) 



Powers above ! That scare-crow rejects my acquaintance ! 

Portentous ! 

[Stvamed and astonished. 



Observe, Duke, we speak in a sort of jargon. Pamphlet 
means messenger. {To Pallen aloud.) Well, Mr. Pallen, 
when will the pamphlet be ready ? 

FALLEN {aloud). 

To-morrow, my Lord, exactly at one o^clock. 

DUKE {still bewildered). 
I douH understand — 

LOPTUS. 

Hush ! Walpole laughs at pamplilets, but would hang 

VOL. V. p 
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messengers. {Aloud.) To-moirow, not to-day? VktU, 
more time for 

FALLEN. 

Subscribers. Thank you, my Lord. {Whimpering. 
Where shall the messenger meet you? ) 



At the back of the Duke's new house, there is a quiet, 
lone place 

FALLEN {ickispering). 

By the old mill near the Thames ? I know it. The 
messenger shall be there. The signal word, ^Marston 
Moor/ No conversation should pass. But wbo brings 
the packet ? That's the first step of danger. 

DUKE (suddenly routing himself, and loith dignity). 

Then 'tis mine, sir, in right of my birth. 

FALLEN (aUyud). 
I'll attend to all your Lordship's suggestions; they're 
excellent, and will startle this vile administration. Many 
thanks to your Lordship. 

\Retwm8 to hie tahle amd reevmea his vyriiing, Oroups point 
<md mvatawr. 3k.QQB Tonbon adwmces. 

EAST. 

That pestilent scribbler, David Fallen 1 Another libellous 
pamphlet as bitter as the last, I'll swear. 



Digitized 



by Google 



SOENB I.] OR, MANY SIDES TO A CHARACTER. 211 

TONSOW. 

Bitter as gall, sir, I am proud to say. Your servant ; 
Jacob Tonson, the bookseller, — at your service. I advanced 
a pound upon it. 

DUKE. 

I will meet you in the Mall to-morrow, a quarter after 
one precisely. We may go now? Powers above! — ^his 
mind's distracted — he walks out before me ! 

LOPTua {drawing bach at the door). 
I follow you, Duke. 

DUKE. 

My dear friend — if you really insist on it ? 

[Exeunt^ homng. 

HARDMAK ((M the Drawer places the wme, ike. on the table). 

Let me offer you a glass of wine, Mr. Fallen — {Aside, 
WeU?— ) 

[Fallen, who has been writing , ptuJies the paper towoArds him. 
HABDMAN (reading). 

^ At one to-morrow — by the old mill near the Thames — 
Marston Moor — the Duke in person' — So! We must 
save these men. — ^I will call on you in the morning, and 
concert the means. 

FALLEN. 

Yes, save, not destroy, these enthusiasts. Fm resigned 
to the name of a hireling — ^not to that of a butcher ! 

p2 
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HARDMAN. 

You serve both Whig and Jacobite ; do you care then 
for either ? 

FALLEN. 

Sneering politician! what has either cared for me? 
I entered the world, devoted heart and soul to two causes 
— the throne of the Stuart, the glory of Letters. I saw 
them both as a poet. My father left me no heritage 
but loyalty and learning. Cliarles the Second praised 
my verse, and I starved; James the Second praised 
my prose, and I starved : the reign of King William— 
I passed tAat in prison ! 

HARDMAK. 

But the ministers of Anne were gracious to writers. 

* 

7ALLIK. 

And offered me a pension to belie my past life, and 
write Odes on the Queen who had dethroned her own 
father. I was not then disenchanted — I refused. That's 
years ago. K I starved, I had fame. Now came my 
worst foes, my own fellow-writers. What is fame but 
a fasliion? A jest upon Grub Street, a rhyme from 
young Pope, could jeer a score of gray labourers like 
me out of their last consolation. Time and hunger tame 
all. I could still starve myself; I have six children at 
home — they must live. 

HARDMAN. 

{Aside, This man has genius — he might have been 
a grace to his age.) Tm perplexed ; Sir Bobert 



Digitized 



by Google 



SCENE I.] OR, MANY SIDES TO A CHARACTER. 213 

FALLEN. 

Disdains Letters — Fve renounced them. He pays 
services like these. Well — I serve liim. Leave me ; go I 

HARDMAN (Hdng), 

Not so bad as he seems — another side to the character. 

Enter Drawer with a letter to Hardmak. 
HARDMAN {aside). 

From Walpole! Now then! my fate—my love — my 
fortunes ! 

EASY {peeping over Hardman's shoulder). 
He has got a letter from the Prime Minister, marked 
'private and confidential.' {Great agitation,) After all, 
he w a very clever fellow. 

[Coffee-house freqiienters evince the readiest absent, and the 
liveliest admiration, 

HARDMAN {advancing and reading the letter), 

'My dear Hardman, — Extremely sorry. Place 'in 
question absolutely wanted to conciliate some noble family 
otherwise dangerous.* Another time, more fortunate. 
Tully sensible of your valuable service. — Egbert Walpole.' 
— Eefused ! Let him look to himself ! I will — I will — 

* As Walpole was little inclined to make it a part of his policy to conciliate 
those whose opposition might be dangerous, while he was so fond of power as to 
be jealous of talent not wholly subservient to him, the reluctance to promote 
Mr. Hardman implied in the insincerity of his excuse may be supposed to arise 
from his knowledge of that gentleman's restless ambition, and determined self- 
wiU. 
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Alas ! he is needed by my country ; and I am powerless 

against him. 

[Seats himtdf. 

Enter Wilmot and Softhead. 



Drawer ! a private room — covers for six — dinner in an 
hour ! * And — drawer ! Tell Mr. Tonson not to go yet. 
Softhead, we^ll have an orgy to-night, worthy the days of 
King Charles the Second. 

Softhead, let me present you to our boon companions; 
— my friend. Lord Strongbow (hardest drinker in England) ; 
Sir John Bruin, best boxer. in England — threshed Eigg; 
quarrelsome but pleasant : Colonel Flint — ^finest gentleman 
in England, and, out and out, the best fencer ; mild as a 
lamb, but can't bear contradiction, and, on the point of 
honour, inexorable. Now, for the sixth. Ha, Mr. Easy ! 
(I ask him to serve you.) Easy, your hand ! So charmed 
that youVe come. You'll dine with us^give up five 
invitations on purpose. Do — sans cSremonie. 

EAST. 

Why, really, my Lord, a plain sober man like me would 
be out of place 

WILMOT. 

If that's all, never fear. Live with us, and we'll make 
another man of you. Easy ! 

* It was not the custom at Will's to serve diimen ; and the exception in &Tour 
of my Lord Wilmot proves his influence as a i^«^ti a la modt* 



Digitized 



by Google 



sCBira I.] OE, MANY SIDES TO A CHABACTER. 215 

lABT. 

What captivating familiarity ! Well, I cannot resist your 

Lordship. {Strutting down the room, and speaking to his 

acquaintances,) Yes, my friend Wilmot — Lord Wilmot 

— ^will make me dine with him. Pleasant man, my friend 

Wilmot. We dine together to-day. 

[Softhead retirez to the hackffrownd tnth the other invited ffueits; 
ha trying hard to escape Sir John Bruin, tlie boxer, 
and Col. Fuirr, the fencer, fcutena himadf on Easy with 
an air of paironagt. 



{Aside. Now to serve the dear Doke.) You have not 
yet brought the memoir of a late Man of Quality. 

TOMSON. 

Not yet, my Lord ; just been trying ; hard work. ( Wiji>es 
his forehead,) But the person who has it is luckily very 
poor ; one of my own authors. 

WILMOT. 

[Aside. His eye turns to that forlorn looking spectre I 
saw him tormenting.) That must be one of your authors ; 
he looks so lean, Mr. Tonson ? 

TOWSON. 

Hush ; that's the man ! made a noise in his day ; David 
PaUen. 

WILMOT. 

David Fallen, whose books, when I was but a schoolboy, 
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made me first take to reading, — not as taskwork, but 
pleasure. How much I do owe him ! 

[Bowt very law to Mb. Fallen. 



My Lord bows very low ! Oh, if your Lordship knows 
Mr. Fallen, pray tell him not to stand in his own light. I 
would give him a vast sum for the Memoir, — two hundred 
guineas ; on my honour I would ! [WhUperiTig,) Scandal, 
my Lord; sell like wild-fire. — ^I say, Mr. Hardman, I 
observed you speak to poor David. CanH you help me 
here? {Whupering.) Lord Henry de Mowbray's Private 
Memoirs! Fallen has them, and refuses to sell. Love 
Adventures ; nuts for the public. Only just got a peep 
myself. But mcA a confession about the beautiful Lady 
Morland. 

BABDMAN. 

Hang Lady Morland ! 

TONSON. 

Besides — shows up his own brother ! Jacobite family 
secrets. Such a card for the Whigs ! 

HABDMAjf. 

Confound the Whigs ! What do I care ? 

WILMOT. 

FU see to it, Tonson. Give me Mr. Fallen's private 
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TOiTsoir. 
But pray be discreet^ my Lord. K that knave Curll 
should get wind of the scent^ he'd try to spoil my market 
with my own author. The villain ! 



{Aside. Curll ? Why, I have mimick'd Curll so exactly, 
that Pope himself was deceived, and, stifling with rage, 
ordered me out of the room. I have it ! Mr. Curll shall 
call upon Fallen the first thing in the morning, and outbid 
Mr. Tonson.) Thank you, sir. {TaJkin^ the address.) 
Moody, my Hardman ? some problem in political ethics ? 
You turn away, — you have a grief you'll not tell me — why, 
this morning I asked you a favour; from that moment I 
had a right to your confidence, for a favour degrades when 
it does not come from a friend. 

HARDMAN. 

Tou charm, you subdue me, and I feel for once how 
necessary to a man is the sympathy of another. Your hand, 
Wilmot. This is secret — I, too, then presume to love. 
One above me in fortune; it may be in birth. But a free 
state lifts those it employs to a par with its nobles. A 
post in the Treasury of such nature is vacant; I have 
served the minister, men say, with some credit; and I 
asked for the gift without shame — ^'twas my due. Walpole 
needs the office, not for reward to the zealous, but for bribe 
to the doubtful. See, [giving tetter) 'Noble family to 
conciliate.' Ah, the drones have the honey ! 
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•wiLMOT (reading and reiwmvng the letter). 

And had you this post, you think you could gain the 
lady you love ? 

HABDICAK. 

At least it would have given me courage to ask. "Well, 
well, well, — a truce with my egotism,— you at least, my 
fair Wilmot, fair in form, fair in fortune, you need fear no 
rebuff where you place your affections. 

WIUfOT. 

Why, the lady's father sees only demerits in what you 
think my advantages. 

HABDICAN. 

Tou, mistake, I know the man much better than you 
do; and look, even now he is gazing upon you as fondly 
as if on the coronet that shall blazon the coach of my lady, 
his daughter. 

WILMOT. 

Gazing on me? — ^where? 

HA RDM AW. 

Yonder— Ha ! is it not Mr. Easy, whose 

WILMOT. 

Mr. Easy ! you too taken in ! Hark, secret for secret 
— ^'tis Lucy Thornside I love. 

JcLARDUAlS, 

You — stun me! 
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WILHOT. 

But what a despot Love is, allows no thought, not its 
slave ! They told me below that my father had been here ; 
have you seen him ? 

HABDMAN. 

Ay. 

WILMOT. 

And sounded ? 

HARDMAN. 

No — ^better than that — ^I have taken precautions. I must 
leave you now ; you shall know the result to-morrow after- 
noon. {Aside. Your father's life in these hands — his 
ransom what I please to demand. — Ah, joy I I am myself 
once again. Fool to think man could be my friend ! Ah, 
joy ! born but for the strife and the struggle, it is only 
'mid foes that my invention is quickened ! Half way to 
my triumph, now that I know the rival to vanquish !) 
{To Fallen. Engage the messenger at one, forget not. 
Nothing else till I see you.) {To Wilmot.) Your hand 
once again. To-day Vm your envoy ; {Aside : to-morrow 

your master.) 

[Fallen folds «p papers and exit, 

WILMOT. 

The friendliest man that ever lived since the days of 
Damon and Pythias : Tm a brute if I don't serve him in 
return. To lose the woman he loves for want of this pitiful 
place. Saint Cupid forbid ! Let me consider I Many 
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sides to a character — I think I could here hit the right one 
better than Hardman. Ha, ha ! Excellent ! My Murillo ! 
ril not sell myself, but I'll buy the Prime Minister! 
Excuse me, my friends ; urgent business ; I shall be back 
ere the dinner hour ; the room is prepared. Drawer, show 
in these gentlemen : Hardman shall have his place and his 
wife, and TU bribe the arch-briber ! Ho, my lackies, my 
coach, there ! Ha, ha ! bribe the Prime Minister ! There 
never was such a fellow as I am for crime and audacity. 

[Exit WiLMOT. 
COLONEL FLINT. 

Your arm, Mr. Softhead. 



And Fred leaves me in the very paws of this tiger ! 

[Exemt. 



SCENE II. 

The Library in Sib Geoffbet*s House, 
Enter SiB Oeoffbey. 

Tm followed ! Pm dogged ! I go out for a walk un- 
suspiciously ; and behind creeps a step, pit, pat; feUne 
and stealthy ; I turn, not a soul to be seen — I walk on ; 
pit, pat, stealthy and feline ! turn again ; and lo ! a dark 
form like a phantom, muffled and masked — ^just seen and 
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just gone. Ouf! The plot thickens around me — I can 
struggle no more. 



[Sinks into a teat. 
{Enter LucT.) 
Wlio is there ? 

LUCY. 

But your child, my dear father. 

SOL QBOFFBET. 

Child, ngh ! what do you want ? 

tUCY. 

Ah, speak to me gently. It is your heart that I want ! 

STB GEOFFREY. 

Heart — I suspect Vm to be coaxed out of something !— 
Eh ; eh I Why she^s weeping. What ails thee, poor 
darling? 

LUCY. 

So kind. Now I have courage to teU you. I was 
sitting alone, and I thought to myself — * my father often 
doubts of me — doubts of all ^ — 

8IB QEOFFBBY. 

TJgh — what now ? 

LUCY. 

* Yet his true nature is generous — ^it could not always 
have been so. Perhaps i^ old times he has been deceived 
where he loved. Ah, his Lucy, at least, shall never deceive 
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hhiL' So I rose and listened for jonr footstep — I heard it 
^-and I am here — ^here, on jonr bosom, mr own {ather ! 

SIB GEOFTBKT. 

TonTl nerer deceive me — aright, right — go on, pretty 
one, go on. {Ande. If she should be mj child after all?) 



There is one who has come here lately — one who appears 
to displease yon — one whom yon've been led to believe 
comes not on my account, but my friend's. It is not so, 
my father ; it is for me that he comes. Let him come no 
more — ^let me see him no more — ^for — ^for — ^I fed that his 
presence might make me too happy — and that would grieve 
you, O my father ! 

[Mask appean at the window wcOching, 

SIB GEOFFBBT. 

{Aside. She must be my child I Bless her !) Til never 
doubt you again. Til bite out my tongue if it says a harsh 
word to you. Tm not so bad as I seem. Grieve me? — 
yes, it would break my heart. Ton don't know these gay 
courtiers — ^I do ! — tut — ^tut — tut — don't cry* How can I 
console her ? 

LUCY. 

Shall I say ? — ^let me speak to you of my mother. 
SIB GEorvBST (recoUtng), 

Ah I 
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LUCY. 

Would it not soothe you to hear that a friend of hers 
was in London, who 

SIB OBOFPBET (*mn^, and'a change in his whole deportment). 
I forbid you to speak to me of your mother, — she 
dishonoured me — 

Mask (in a low voice of emotion). 
It is false I 

[Mask disappears. 
SIR GEOFFREY (starting). 

Did you say ^ false ? ' 

LUCY (sobbing). 

No— no — but my heart said it ! 

SIR GEOFFREY. 

Strange ; or was it but my own fancy ? 

LUCY. 

Oh, father, father !— How I shall pity you if you discover 
that your suspicions erred. And again I say — I feel — feel 
in my heart of woman — ^that the mother of the child who 
so loves and honours you, was innocent. 

hardman's voice without. 
Is Sir Geoffrey at home ? 

[LuoY stofl-ts up, cmd exit. — TivUight — during the preceding 
dialogue in the scene, the stage has graduaUy darkened. 
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JBrUer Habdman. 

HABDMAN. 

Sir Geoffrey you were deceived ; Lord Wilmot has no 
thought of Mr. Eas/s daughter. 

SIB Oi;OFFBET. 

I know that — Lucy has told me all and begged me not 
to let him come here again. 

HABDMAK (j^yfMy), 

She has ! Then she does not love this Lord Wilmot ? 
— But still be on your guard against him. Bemember the 
arts of corruption — ^the emissary — the letter — ^the go- 
between — the spy ! 

Sm GBOFFBBY. 

Arts ! Spy ! Ha ! if Easy was right after all. If those 
flowers thrown in at the window; the watch from that 
house in the lane ; the masked figure that followed me; all 
bode designs but on Lucy 



Elowers have been thrown in at the window P You've 
been watched ? A masked figure has followed you ? One 
question more. All this since Lord Wilmot knew Lucy ? 

SIB OEOFFBET. 

Yes, to be sure ; how blind I have been ! 

[Masked figure appears. 
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I 



Ha ! look yonder ! Let me track this mystery {Figure 
disappears) : and if it conceal a scheme of Lord Wiloaot^s 
against your daughter's honour, it shall need not your 
sword to protect her. 

[Lea^from ike vrnidow. 

SIB OKOFFBEY. 

What does he mean ? Not my sword ? Sounds ! he 
don't think of his own ! If he does. Til discard him. Vm 
not a coward, to let other men risk their lives in my quarrel. 
Served as a volunteer under Marlbro', at Blenheim ; and 
marched on a cannon. ! Whatever my faults, no one can 
say I'm not brave. {Starting,) Ha ! bless my life ! What 
is that? I thought I heard something — Fm all on a 
tremble ! Who the deuce can be brave when he's sur- 
rounded by poisoners — followed by phantoms; with an 
ugly black face peering in at his window ? — Hodge come 
and bar up the shutters — ^lock the door — let out the 
house-dog ! Hodge I Hodge ! Where on earth is that 
scoundrel ? 

[Exit. 
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SCENE III. 

The Streets — in perspective, an AUey inscribed Deadman's Lane — a 
la/rge, old-fashioned^ gloomy House in the GonuTf with the door on 
the stage, above which is impamlled a sign of the Crovm and Port- 
cuUis, Enter a Female Figwre, masked — looks round, pauses, and 
enters th^ door, — Dark — Idghts down. 

Enter Hardman. 

HARDMAN. 

Ha ! enters tliat house^ I have my hand on the clue ! 
some pretext to call on the morrow, and I shall quickly 
unravel the skein. 

[Exit. 

oooDENOUOH EASY (singing without). 

"Old King Cole 
"Was a jolly old soul, 
And a jolly old soul was he 

[Entering, with Lord Wilmot, and Softhead, Easy, his 
dress disordered, a pipe in his mouth, in a state of intoxi- 
cation, hilarious, musical, and oratorical — Softhead in 
a state of intoxication, abject, rem^sefvl, and kuhrymose 
— ^WiLMOT sober, hut affecting inebriety, 

** He called for his pipe, and he called for his bowl. 
And he called for his fiddlers three." 



Ha, ha ! I imagine myself like Bacchus between Silenus 
and his — ass ! 
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BAST. 

Wilmot, you^re a jolly old soul, and rU give you my 
Barbara. 

SOFTHEAD {blubbering). 
Hegh! hegh! hegh 1 Betrayed in my tenderest affections. 

WILMOT. 

My dear Mr. Easy, Tve told you already that Fm pre- 



Pre-engaged ! that's devilish unhandsome ! But now I 
look at you you do seem double : and if you're double, 
you're not single ; and if you're not single, why you can't 
marry Barbara, for that would be bigamy ! But I don't 
care ! you're a jolly old soul ! 

WILMOT. 

Not a bit of it. Quite mistaken, Mr. Easy. But if 
you want, for a son-in-law, a jolly old soul — there he is ! 

SOFTHBAD {bwrstitig otU afresh). 

Hegh ! hegh ! hegh ! 

EAST. 

Hang a lord ! What's a lord ? I'm a respectable, inde- 
pendent family Briton ! — Softhead, give us your fist : you're 
a jolly old soul, and you shall have Barbara ! 

SOFTHEAD. 

Hegh I hegh ! I'm not a jolly old soul. I'm a sinful, 
wicked, miserable monster. Hegh ! hegh I 

q2 
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What's a monster ? I like a monster ! My girl shan't 
go a-begging any farther. You're a precious good fellow, 
and your father's an alderman, and has got a great many 
votes, and I'll stand for the City : and you sAall have my 
Barbara. 



I don't deserve her, Mr. Easy; I don't deserve such an 
angel ! I'm not precious good. Lords and tigers have 
corrupted my innocence. Hegh, hegh I I'm going to be 



WATCH (without). 

Half.past eight o'clock ! 

WILMOT. 

Come along, gentlemen; we shall have the watch on us ! 

KAST. 

'< And the bands that guard the City, 
Cried— 'Rebels, yield or die ! "' 

EfUer Watchman. 

WATCHMAN. 

Half-past eight o'clock !-^Move on ! move on ! 

EASY. 

Order, order I Mr. Vice and gentlemen, here's a stranger 
disturbing the harmony of the evening. I knock him down 
for a song. {Seizes the Watchman's rattle^ Half-past 
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Eight, Esq., on his legs I Sing, sir; I knock you down 
for a song. 

WATCHMAN. 

Help ! help ! Watch ! watch ! 

[Oriet vfithin, "Watch ! '* 

SOFTHEAIX 

Hark I the officers of justice ! My wicked career is 
approaching its close ! 

SA8Y {v}?u> hcu got astride on the Waichmaii's head, and permadet 
himself ^lat the rest of the Watchman is the tahle). 

Mr. Vice and gentlemen, the toast of the evening 

what's the matter with the table ? 'Tis bobbing up and 
down. The table's drunk! Order for the chair — ^you 
table, you ! {Thumps the Watchman with the rattle,) Eill 
your glasses — ^a bumper toast. Prosperity to the City of 
London — ^nine times nine — Hip, hip, hurrah ! ( Waves the 
rattle over his head; the rattle springs, and makes all the 
noise of which rattles are capable.) [Amazed,) Why, the 
Chairman's hammer is as drunk as the table ! 

Enter Watchmen with staves, springing their rattles. 
wiLMOT {drawing Softhead off into a comer). 
Hold your tongue — they'll not see us here ! 

WATCHMAN {escaping). 

Murder ! — murder ! — this is the fellow ! — most desperate 

ruffian. 

[East i« upset hy the escape of the Watchman, amd, after some 
^ort to remove him otherwise^ the Guardians of the Night 
hoist him on their shoulders. 
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EAST. 

Fm being chaired member for the City ! Freemen and 
Electors ! Por this elevation to the post of member for 
your metropolis, I return you my heartfelt thanks ! Steady 
there, steady! The proudest day of my life. — ^'Tis the 
boast of the British Constitution that a plain, sober man 
like me may rise to honours the most exalted ! Long live 
the British Constitution. Hip — hip — hurrah ! 

[Is carried off waving ike rattle. Softhead continues to weep 
in speechless sorrow, 

wiLMOT (coming forth). 

Ha ! ha ! ha ! — ^My family Briton being chaired for the 
City! ''So severe on a cheerful glass.'' Well, he has 
chosen a son-in-law drunk ; and, egad ! he shall keep to 
him sober ! Stand up ; how do you feel ? 



Feel ! Fm a ruin I 



Paith, I never saw a more mournful one ! It must be 
near Sir Geoffrey's ! — Led them here — on my way to this 
sepulchral appointment, Deadman's-lane. Where the plague 
can it be? Ha ! the very place. Looks like it ! How 
get rid of Softhead. — Ha, ha ! I have it. Softhead, awake ! 
the night has begun — ^the time for monsters and their prey. 
Now wiU I lift the dark veil from the mysteries of London. 
Behold that house, Deadman's Lane ! 
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SOFTHEAD. 

Deadman's Lane ! Fm in a cold perspiration ! 

WILMOT. 

In that house — ^under the antique sign of Crown and 
Portcullis — are such delightful horrors at work as would 
make the wigs of holy men stand on end ! The adventure 
is dangerous, but deliriously exciting. Into that abode 
which woman were lost did she enter, which man is oft 
hanged when he leaves — into that abode will we plunge, 
and gaze, like Macbeth, ' on deeds without a name/ 

£nter Masked Pigwrefrom, the Door in DeadmAin^s Lane, and approaches 
"WiLMOT, who has, till now, hold of Softhead. 

SOFTHEAD. 

Hegh ! hegh ! hegh ! I won't gaze on deeds without a 
name ! I won't plunge into Deadmen's abodes ! {Per- 
ceiving the figure.) Ha ! Look there ! Dark veil, indeed! 
Mysteries of London ! Horrible apparition, avaunt ! 
{Breaks from Wilmot, who releases him here, and not 
till now, as he sees the figure.) Hegh ! hegh I Fll go home 
to my mother. 

[Eant. 
(Mask motions to Wilmot, who follows her into the house.) 

[Exeunt Mask and Wilmot within the house. 
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ACT IV. 



ScKNK L — The Library in Sir Qsoffbbt*s houte, Hardman 
and Sib Geoffrey. 

SIB GEOFFREY. 

Yes ! Fve seen that you^re not indifferent to Lucy. But 
before I approve or discourage, just tell me more of your- 
self, — your birth, your fortune, past life. Of course you 
are the son of a gentleman ? {AHde.) Now as he speaks 
truly or falsely I will discard him as a liar, or reward liim 
with Luc/s hand. — He turns aside. He will lie ! 



Sir, at the risk of my hopes, I will speak the hard truth. 
' The son of a gentleman ! ^ I think not. My infancy 
passed in the house of a farmer ; the children with whom I 
played told me I was an orphan. I was next dropped, how 
I know not, in the midst of that rough world called school. 
^ You have talent,' said the master, ^ but you're idle ; you 
have no right to holidays ; you must force your way through 
life; you are sent here by charity.' 
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SIB OEOFFBET. 

Charity ! There, the old fool was wrong ! 



• My idleness vanished — I became the hdad of the school. 
Then I resolved no longer to be the pupil of — Charity. 
At the age of sixteen I escaped, and took for my motto — 
the words of the master — 'You must force your way 
through life/ Hope and pride whispered — 'You'll force 

itr 

SIR OEOFFBET. 

Poor fellow ! What then ? 



Eight years of wandering, adventure, hardship, and trial. 
I often wanted bread — never courage. At the end of those 
years I had risen — ^to what ? A desk at a lawyer's of&ce 
in Norfolk. 

SIB OEOFFBET (aside). 

My own lawyer? where I first caught trace of him 
again. 

HABDMAN. 

Party spirit ran high in town. Politics began to bewitch 
me. There was a Speaking Club, and I spoke. . My ambi- 
tion rose higher — took the flight of an author. I came 
up to London with ten pounds in my pocket, and a work 
on the ' State of the Nation.' It sold well ; the pubhsher 
brought me four hundred pounds. ' Vast fortunes,' said 
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he, ' are made in the South Sea Scheme. Venture your 
hundreds, — ril send you a broker/ 

BIB OEOFFBET. 

He ! he ! I hope he was clever, that broker ? • 

HARDHAN. 

Clever indeed : in a fortnight he said to me, ' Your 
hundreds have swelled into thousands. For this money T 
can get you an Annuity on land, just enough for a parlia- 
mentary qualification.' The last hint fired me — I bought 
the Annuity. You now know my fortune, and how it was 
made. 

SIR GEOFFREY (oside). 

He ! he ! I must tell tliis to Easy : how he'll enjoy it. 



Not long after, at a political coflfee-house, a man took me 
aside. ' Sir,' said he, ' you are Mr. Hardman who wrote 
the famous work on " The State of the Nation." Will you 
come into Parliament ? We want a man like you for our 
borough ; we'll return you free of expense ; not a shilling 
of bribery.' 

SIR GEOFFREY. 

He I he ! Wonderful ! not a shilling of bribery ! 

HARDMAN. 

The man kept his word, and I came into Parliament — 
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inexperienced and friendless. I spoke and was laughed 
at; spoke again, and was listened to; failed often; suc- 
ceeded at last. Here, yesterday, in ending my tale I must 
have said, looking down, ' Can you give your child to a 
man of birth more than doubtful; and of fortunes so 
humble ? ' Yet aspiring even then to the hand of your 
heiress, I wrote to Sir Kobert for a place just vacated by 
a man of high rank, who is raised to the peerage. He 
refused. 

BIB QE0FFBE7. 

Of course. {Aside,) I suspect he's very rash and 
presuming. 

HABDMAN. 

To-day the refusal is retracted — the office is mine. 

BIB OEOFFBET {cutonisJied and aside). 

Ha 1 I had no hand in that ! 



I am now one — if not of the highest — yet still one of 
that Government through which the Majesty of England 
administers her laws. And, with front erect, I say to you 
— as I would to the first peer of the realm — ^ I have no 
charts of broad lands, and no roll of proud fathers. But 
alone and unfriended, I have fought my way against For- 
tune. Did your ancestors more ? My country has trusted 
the new man to her councils, and the man whom she 
honours is the equal of all.' 
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SIB OKOFFBET. 

Brave fellow^ your hand. Win Lnc/s consent^ and you 
have mine. Hnsh ! no thanks ! Now listen ; I have told 
you my dark story — ^these flowers cannot come from Wil- 
mot. I have examined them again — they are made up in 
the very form of the posies I had the folly ip send^ in the 
days of our courtship, to the wife who afterwards betrayed 
me 

HARDMAK. 

Be not so sure that she betrayed. No proof but the 
boast of a profligate. 

BIB GEOFFRBT. 

Who had been my intimate friend for years — so that, O 
torture ! I am haunted with the doubt whether my heiress 
be my own child ! and to whom (by the confession of a 
servant) she sent a letter in secret the very day on which 
I struck the mocking boast from the villain's lips, in a 
public tavern. Ah, he was always a wit and a scoflfer — 
perhaps it is from him that these flowers are sent, in token 
of gibe and insult. He has discovered the man he dis- 
honoured, in spite of the change of name^ 



You changed your name for an inheritance. You have 
not told me that which you formerly bore. 

SIB GEOFFRET. 

Morland P 
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HARDMAN. 

Morland — Ha — and the seducer's 



SIB GSOFTBET. 

Lord Henry de Mowbray 



The reprobate brother of the Duke of Middlesex I He 
died a few months since. 

SIB GEOFJTBET {sinking doton). 

Died too ! Both dead ! 

HABDMAN {oside), 

Tonson spoke of Lord Henry's Memoir — Confession 
about Lady Morland in Fallen's hands. — I will go to Fallen 
at once. {Aloud.) You have given me a new clue. I will 
follow it up. — When can I see you again ? 

SIB GEOFFBET. 

I'm going to Eas/s — ^you'll find me there all the morn- 
ing. But don't forget Lucy, — we must save her from 
"Wilmot. 

HABDMAN. 

Fear Wilmot no more. — This day he shall abandon his 

suit. 

[Exit Habdman. 

SIB OEOFFBEY. 

Hodge !— Well-well 
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, Enter Hodge. 
— Hodge, take your hat and your bludgeon — attend me to 
the City. (Aside,) She'll be happy with Hardman. Ah ! 
if she were my own child after all ! 

[Exeunt Sm Geoffrey and Hodge. 



SCENE IL 

David Fallen's Chrret. The scene resembling that of HogartfCs 
'^Distrest Poet:* 

fallen {opening the casement). 

So, the morning air breathes fresh ! One moments 
respite from drudgery. Another line to this poem, my 
grand bequest to my country ! Ah ! this description ; 
unfinished ; good, good. 

** Methinks we walk in dreams on fairy land 
Where — golden ore — lies mix'd with ** * 

Enter Paddy. 

FADDY. 

Please, sir, the milkwoman's score ! 

FALLEN. 

Stay, stay ; — 

** Lies mixed with — common sand ! " 

* As it would be obviously presumptuous to assign to an author so eminent as 
Mr. David Fallen, any verses composed by a living writer, the two lines in the 
text are taken from Mr. Dryden's Indian Bmperor. 
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Eh ? Milkwoman ? She must be paid, or the cliildren — ^I 
— ^I — {Fumbling in his pocket, and looking about the table.) 
There's another blanket on the bed ; pawn it. 



Agh, now ! don't be so ungrateful to your ould friend, 
the blanket. When Mr. Tonson, the great bookshiller, 
tould me, says he, 'Paddy, Fd giv two hunder gould 
guineas for the papursh Mr. Fallen has in his disk 1 ' 

FALLEN. 

Go, go ! 

[Knock. 

PADDY. 

Agh, murther ! Who can that be distarbin' the door at 

the top of the momin' ? 

[ExU, 

FALLEN. 

Oh ! that fatal Memoir ! My own labours scarce keep 
me from starving, and this wretched scrawl of a profligate 
worth what to me were Golconda ! Heaven sustain me ! 
Fm tempted. 

Enter Paddy, and Wilmot disguised as Edmund Curll. 

PADDY. 

Stoop your head, sir. "Ks not a dun, sir ; 'tis Mr. 
Curll; says he's come to outbid Mr. Tonson, sir. 

FALLEN. 

Go quick ; pawn the blanket. Let me think my children 
are fed. {Exit Paddy.) Now, sir, what do you want P 
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wiLMOT (taJang out his homdkerchirf arid fohimperimg). 

My dear good Mr. Fallen — no offence — I do so feel for 
the distresses of genius, lam^ bookseller, but I have a 
heart — and Fm come to buy 



Have you? this poemP it is nearly finished — ^twelve 
books — twenty years' labour — ^twenty-four thousand lines ! 
— ten pounds, Mr. Curll, ten pounds ! 

WILMOT. 

Price of Paradise Lost I Can't expect such prices for 
poetry now-a-days, my dear Mr. Fallen. Nothing takes 
that is not sharp and spicy. Hum ! I hear you have 
some most interesting papers ; private Memoirs and Con- 
fessions of a Man of Quality recently deceased. Nay, nay, 
Mr. Fallen ! don't shrink back ; Tm not like that shabby 
dog, Tonson. Three hundred guineas for the l^emoir of 
Lord Henry de Mowbray. 

FALLEN. 

Three hundred guineas for that garbage ! — not ten for 
the Poem! — and— the children! Well! {Takes out the 
Memoir in a portfolio, splendidly bound, wit A the arms afid 
supporters of the Mowhrays blazoned on the sides.) Ah !— 
but the honour of a woman — the secrets of a family— 
the 

WILMOT {jgratpitui at the p(yrt folio which Fallkn stiU dekdm). 

Nothing sells better, my dear, dear Mr. FaUen ! But 
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how, how did you come by these treasures, my excellent 
friend ? 

FALLEN. 

How ? Lord Henry gave them to me himself, on his 
death-bed. 

WILHOT. 

Nay ; what could he give them for, but to publish, my 
sweet Mr. Fallen; no doubt to immortaUse all the ladies 
who loved him. 

FALLEN. 

No, Sir ; profligate as he was, and vile as may be much 
in this Memoir, that was not his dying intention, though 
it might be his first. There was a lady he had once foully 
injured — the sole woman he had ever loved eno' for remorse. 
This Memoir contains a confession that might serve to 
clear the name he himself had aspersed; and in the sudden 
repentance of his last moments, he bade me seek the lady, 
and place the whole in her hands, to use as best might 
serve to establish her innocence. 



How could you know the lady, my benevolent friend ? 

FALLEN. 

I did not; but she was supposed to be abroad with her 
father, — a Jacobite exile, — and I, then a Jacobite agent, 
had the best chance to trace her. 



And you did ? 

VOL. V. 
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TAIXMS, 

Bat to bear she had died somevhere in Trance. 

WILMOT. 

Then, of conrse Ton may now gratify onr intelligent 
Poblic, for jonr own personal profit. Clear as day, my 
magoanimons friend! Three hundred guineas! I have 
^em here in a bag ! 

TALLMS. 

Begone ! I will not sell man's hearth to the public. 

wnjfOT. 
{Aside. Noble feDow !) Gently, gently, my too warm, 
but high-spirited friend I To say the truth, I don't come 
on my own account. To whom, my dear sir, since the lady 
is dead, should be given these papers, if unfit for a virtuous, 
but inquisitive public? "WTiy, surely to Lord Henry's 
nearest relation. I am employed by the rich Duke of 
Middlesex. Name your terms. 



Ha ! ha ! Then at last he comes crawling to me, your 
proud Duke ? Sir, years ago, when a kind word from his 
Grace, a nod of his head, a touch of his hand, would have 
turned my foes into flatterers, I had the meanness to name 
him my patron — ^inscribed to him a work, took it to his 
house, and waited in his hall among porters and lackeys — 
till, sweeping by to his carriage, he said, ' Oh ! you are the 
poet? take this,' — and extending his alms, as if to a 
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beggar. 'You look very thin, sir; stay and dine with my 
people/ People — ^Ms servants ! 



Calm yonrseK, my good Mr. Fallen 1 ^tis his Grace's 
innocent way with us all. 



Go ! Let him know what these Memoirs contain ! They 
would make the proud Duke the butt of the town — the 
jeer of the lackeys, who Jeered at my rags ; expose his 
frailties, his follies, his personal secrets. TeU him this ; 
and then say that my poverty shall not be the tool of his 
brother's revenge : but my pride shall not stoop from its 
pedestal to take money from him. Now, sir, am I right ? 
Eeply, not as tempter to pauper ; but if one spark of man- 
hood be in you, as man speaks to man. 

wiLMOT (gemming his own manner). 

I reply, sir, as man to man, and gentleman to gentleman. 
I am Frederick, Lord Wilmot. Pardon this imposture. 
The Duke is my father's friend. I am here to obtain, 
what it is clear that he alone should possess. Mr. Fallen, 
your works first raised me from the world of the senses, 
and taught me to believe in such nobleness as I now hope 
for in you. Give me this record to take to the Duke — 
no price, sir ; for such things are priceless — and let me go 
hence with the sight of this poverty before my eyes, and on 
my soul the grand picture of the man who has spumed the 

r2 
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bribe to his honour, and can humble by a gift the great 
prince who insulted him by alms. 

FALLEN. 

Take it— take it ! {Gives the port/olio.) ' I am saved 
from temptation. God bless you, young man ! 

WILMOT. 

Now you indeed make me two-fold your debtor — ^in your 
books, the rich thought ; in yourself the heroic example. 
Accept from my superfluities, in small part of such debt, a 
yearly sum equal to that which your poverty refused as a 
bribe from Mr. Tonson. 



FALLEN. 

My Lord — ^my Lord 



[Bursts into tears. 



WILMOT. 

Oh, trust me the day shall come, when men will feel that 
it is not charity we owe to the ennoblers of life — it is 
tribute ! When your Order shall rise with the civilisation 
it called into being; and shall refer its claim to just rank 
among freemen, to some Queen whom even a Milton might 
have sung, and even a Hampden have died for. 



O dream of my youth ! My heart swells and chokes 
me! 
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Enter Habdhan. 

HARDHAN. 

What's this? Fallen weeping? — Ah! is not that the 
tyrannical sneak, Edmund Curll ? 

wiLHOT (dAanging hU tone to Fallen into one of in^perumenete), 

CanH hear of the poem, Mr. Fallen. DonH tell me. 
Ah! Mr. Hardman {concealing tie portfolio), your most 
humble ! Sir — sir — ^if you want to publish something smart 
and spicy — Secret Anecdotes of Cabinets — Sir Bobert Wal- 
pole's Adventures with the Ladies — Fll come down as hand- 
somely as any man in the Bow — smart and spicy 

habduan; 
Offer to bribe me, you insolent rascal I 

WILMOT. 

Oh, my dear good Mr. Hardman, Fve bribed the 
Premier himself. Ha 1 ha 1 Servant, sir ; servant. 

[Exit. 
HARDMAir. 

Loathsome vagabond ! My dear Mr. Fallen, you have the 
manuscript Memoir of Lord Henry de Mowbray. I know 
its great value. Name your own price to permit me just 
to inspect it. 

FALLEN. 

It is gone ; and to the hands of his brother, the Duke. 

HARDMAN. 

The Duke 1 This is a thunder-stroke ! Say, sir : you 
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have read this Memoir — does it contain aught respecting a 
certain Lady Morland ? 

TALLEN. 

It does. It confesses that Lord Henry slandered her repu- 
tation as woman in order to sustain his own as a seducer. 
That part of the Memoir was writ on his death-bed. 



His boast, then- 



FALLIN. 

Was caused by the scorn of her letter rejecting his suit. 

HABDMAN. 

AVhat joy for Sir Geoffrey ! And that letter ? 

PALLEN. 

Is one of the documents that make up the Memoir. 

HARDMAir. 

And these documents are now in the hands of the Duke ! 

PALLBN. 

They are. For, since Lady Morland is dead 

HABDMAN. 

Are you sure she is dead ? 

FALLEN. 

I only go by report — 
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Eeport often lies. {Aside. Who but Lady Morland can 
this mask be ? I will go out at once to the house and clear 
up that doubt myself. But the Duke's appointment I Ah, 
that must not be forgotten ; my rival must be removed ere 
Lucy can be won. And what hold on the Duke himself to 
produce the Memoir, if I get the despatch.) Well, Mr. 
Fallen, there is no more to be said as to the Memoir. Tour 
messenger will meet his Grac6, as we settled. I shall be 
close at hand ; and mark ! the messenger must give me the 
despatch which is meant for the Pretender. 

[Exit Habdman. 

Enter Paddy. 

PADDY. 

Plase, sur, an' Tve paid the milk-score 

TALUBN (interrupting him), 

Fm to be rich — so rich ! 'Tis my turn now. Tve shared 
your pittance, you shall share my plenty ! 

[Scene cUaea, 
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SCENE in. 

ThtMall 

Enter Softhjbad, his arms folded, and in deep thought. He is forming 
a virtuous resolution, 

SOFTHEAD. 

Littie did I foresee, in the days of my innocence, when 
Mr. Lillo read to me his affecting tragedy of George 
Barnwell,* how I myself was to be led on, step by step, to 
the brink of deeds without a name. Deadman's Lane ! — 
that funereal apparition in black ! — a warning to startle the 
most obdurate conscience ! 

Enter East, recently dismissed from the Watch-itouse ; slovenly, skulking, 
and crestfallen, 

EAST. 

Not a coach on the stand I A pretty pickle Fm in if 
any one sees me ! A sober respectable man like me, to 
wake in the watch-house, be kept there till noon among 
thieves and pickpockets, and at last to be fined five shillings 
for drunkenness and disorderly conduct ; all from dining 
with a lord who had no thoughts of making Barbara my 
Lady after all ! — ^Deuce take him I 

♦ We have oxJy, I fear, Mr. Softhead's authcnity for sappoeing Chorge Barmtea 
to be then written : it was not acted tiU some yean afterwards. 
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EAST {discovering Softhead). 
Softhead ! how shall I escape him ? 

SOFTHEAD {dUcovtrtng East). 

Easy ! What a Fall ! ITl appear not to remember. 
Barbara's father should not fed degraded in the eyes of a 
wretch like myself I How d'ye do Mr. Easy ? You're out 
early to-day. 



[Aside. Ha ! He was so drunk himself he has forgotten 
all about it.) Yes, a headache. You were so pleasant at 
dinner. I wanted the air of the park. 

SOFTHEAD. 

Why, you look rather poorly, Mr. Easy ! 

EAST. 

Indeed, I feel so. A man in business can't afford to 
be laid up — so I thought before I went home to the City, 
that I'd just look into— Ha, ha, a seasoned toper like you 
wiU laugh when I tell you — I thought I'd just look into 
the 'pothecary's ! 



Just been there myself, Mr. Easy. 

\Sh<ymng a phial. 
EAST {regarding it with mwumfvl disgust). 

Not taken physic since I was a boy ! It looks very 
nasty! 
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'Tis worse than it looks ! And this is called Plectsure ! 
Ah ! Mr. Easy, don't give way to Fred's fascination ; you 
don't know how it ends. 



Indeed I do {Aside. It ends in the watch-house). And 
Fm shocked to think what will become of yourself, if you 
are thus every night led away by a lord, who 

BOFTHIAD. 

Hush ! talk of the devil — ^look ! he's coming up the 
MaU! 

EAST. 

He is? then I'm off; I see a sedan-chair. Chair! chair! 
stop ! chair I chair ! 

[Exit, 
EtOer WiLMOT cmd Duke. 
DUKE {loohing at portfolio). 

Infamous indeed ! His own base lie against that poor 
lady, whose husband he wounded. Her very letter attached 
to it. Ha! — what is this? — Such ribaldry on me! 
Gracious Heaven ! My name thus dragged through the 
dirt, and by a son of my House ! Oh, my Lord, Low 
shall I thank you ? 



Thank not me; but the poet, whom your Grace left in 
the hall. 
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DUKXL 

Name it not — m beg his pardoii myself ! Adieu ; I 
must go home and lock up this scandal till Fve leisure to 
read and destroy it ; never again shall it come to the day ! 
And then, sure that no blot shall be seen in my 'scutcheon, 
I can peril my life without fear in the caUse of my king. 

[Escit Duke. 

wiLMOT (chaimting). 

•* Qather you rosebuds while you may, 
For time iA stiU a-fiying." 

Since my visit last night to Deadman's Lane, and my 
hope to give Lucy such happiness, I feel as if I trod upon 
air. Ah, Softhead ! why, you stand there as languid and 
lifeless, as if you were capable of — fishing ! 

SOFTHEAD. 

Fve been thinking 

WILMOT. 

Thinking ! you do look fatigued ! What a horrid exer- 
tion it must have been to you ! 

SOFTHEAD. 

Ah I Fred, Fred, don't be so hardened. What atrocity 
did you perpetrate last night ? 

WILMOT. 

Last night? Oh, at Deadman's Lane: monstrous, 
indeed. And this morning, too, another I Never had so 
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many atrocities on my hands as within the last twenty-four 
hours. But they are all nothing to that which I perpetrated 
yesterday, just before dinner. Hark ! I bribed the Prime 
Minister. 

SOFTHEAD. 

Saints in Heaven ! 

WILMOT. 

Ha ! ha ! Hit him plump on the jolly blunt side of his 
character ! I must tell you about it. Drove home from 
Will's; put my Murillo in the carriage, and off to Sir 
Robertas — shown into his office, — 'Ah ! my Lord Wilmot,^ 
s"^ys he, with that merry roll of his eye • 'this is an honour, 
what can I do for you ? ' — ' Sir Eobert,' says I, * we men 
of the world soon come to the point ; 'tis a maxim of yours 
that all have their price.' — 'Not quite that,' says Sir 
Eobert, 'but let us suppose that it is.' Another roll of his 
eye, as much as to say, ' I shall get this rogue a bargain ! ' 
— ' So, Sir Eobert,' quoth I, with a bow, ' I've come to 
buy the Prime Minister.' — ' Buy me,' cried Sir Bobert, and 
he laughed till I thought he'd have choked ; 'my price is 
rather high, I'm afraid.' Then I go to the door, bid my 
lackeys bring in the Murillo. 'Look at that, if you please; 
about the mark, is it not ?' Sir Eobert runs to the picture, 
his breast heaves, his eyes sparkle : 'A Murillo !' cries he, 
' name your price !' — ' I have named it.' Then he looks 
at me so, and I look at him so ! — ^tum out the lackeys, place 
pen, ink, and paper before him; 'That place in the Treasury 
just vacant, and the Murillo is yours.' — Tor yourself? — I 
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am charmed/ cried Sir Eobert. ' No, 'tis for a friend of 
your own, who's in want of it/ — * Oh, that alters the case : 
Tve so many friends troubled with the same sort of want/ 
— 'Yes, but the Murillo is genuine, — pray what are the 
friends ?' Out laughed Sir Robert. ^ There's no resisting 
you and the Murillo together ! There's the appointment. 
And now, since your Lordship has bought me, I must insist 
upon buying your Lordship. Fair play is a jewel/ Then 
I take my grand holiday air ;' Sir Robert,' said I, 'you've 
bought me long ago ! you've given us peace where we feared 
civil war ; and a Constitutional King instead of a despot. 
And if that's not enough to buy the vote of an Englishman, 
believe me. Sir Robert, he's not worth the buying.' Then 
he stretched out his bluff hearty hand, and I gave it 
a bluff hearty shake. He got the Murillo — Hardman the 
place. And here stand I, the only man in all England, 
who can boast that he bought the Prime Minister I Faith, 
you may well call me hardened : I don't feel the least bit 
of remorse. 

SOFTHEAD. 

Hardman ! you got Hardman the place ? 

WILMOT. 

I did not say Hardman 

SOFTHEAD. 

You did say Hardman.' But as 'tis a secret that might 
get you into trouble, I'll keep it. Yet, Dimidum mea, 
that's not behaving much like a monster ? 
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WILMOT. 

Why, it does seem betraying the Good Old Cause; 
— ^but if there's honour among thieves, there is among 
monsters ; and Hardman is in the same scrape as ourselves 
— in love ; — ^this place may secure him the hand of the lady. 
But mind — he's not to know Tve been meddling with his 
affairs. Hang it I no one likes that. Not a word then 



Not a word. My dear Fred, Tm so glad you're not so 
bad as you seem. I'd half a mind to desert you ; but I 
have not the heart ; and I'll stick by you as long as Ilive ! 

WILMOT (aside). 

Whew ! This will never do 1 Poor dear little fellow ! 
I'm sorry to lose him ; but my word 's passed to Barbara; 
and 'tis all for his good. {Aloud.) As long as you live? 
Alas I that reminds me of your little affair. I'm to be 
your second, you know. 

SOFTHEAD. 

Second ! — affair ! 



With that fierce Colonel Flint. I warned you against 
him ; but you have such a deuce of a spirit. Don't you 
remember ? 

SOFTHEAD. 

No ; why, what was it all about ? 
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Let me see — oh, Flint said something insolent about 
Mistress Barbara. 

SOFTHEAD. 

He did ?— Euffian ! 

WILMOT. 

So — you called him out ! But if you^ll empower' me in 
your name to retract and apologise 



Not a bit of it. Insolent to Barbara ! Dimidummea, 
rd fight him if he were the first swordsman in England. 

WILMOT. 

"Why, that^s just what he is ! 

SOFTHEAD. 

DonH care ; Fm his man — though a dead one. 

WILMOT. 

{Aside. Hang it — ^he's as brave as myself, on that side 
of his character. I must turn to another.) No, Softhead, 
that was not the cause of the quarrel — said it to rouse you, 
as you seemed rather low. The fact is that it was a jest 
on yourself, that you took up rather warmly. 

SOFTHEAD. 

Was that all — only myself ? 
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WILMOT. 

No larger subject; aad Flint is sdicA a good fencer ! 

SOFTHEAD. 

My dear Fred; I retract, I apologise ; I despise duelling 
— absurd and unchristianlike. 



Leave all to me. Dismiss the subject. TU settle it; 
only. Softhead, you see our set has very stiff rules on such 
matters. And if you apologise to a bravo like Flint ; nay, 
if you don't actually, cheerfully, rapturously fight him — 
though sure to be killed — I fear you must resign all ideas 
of high life ! 

SOFTHEAD. 

Dimidum mea, but low life is better than no life at all ! 



There's no denying that proposition. It will console 
you to think that Mr. Eas/s kind side is Gheapside. And 
you may get upon one, if you return to the other. 

SOFTHEAD. 

I was thinking so, when you found me — thinking {hesi- 
tatingly) — But to leave you 

wnjcoT. 
Oh, not yet ? Retire at least with Sclat. Share with 
me one grand, crowning, last, daring and desperate 
adventure. 
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SOFTHEAD. 

Deadman's Lane, again, I suppose ? I thank you for 
nothing. Fred, I have long been your faithful follower. 
( With emotion,) Now, my Lord, Fm your humble servant.* 
(Aside, Barbara will comfort me. She's perhaps at Sir 
Greofi5«y's.) 

[Exit, 



Well ! his love will repay him, and the City of London 
will present me with her freedom, in a gold box, for 
restoring her prodigal son to her Metropolitan bosom. 
Deadman's Ijane — that was an adventure, indeed. Lucy's 
mother still Kving — implores me to get her the sight of her 
child. "Will Lucy believe me ? Will 

Enter Smart. 

—Ha, Smart? Well— WeU? — You — baffled Sir 
Geoffrey ? 

SMART. 

He was out. 

WIUiOT. 

And you gave the young lady my letter ? 

SMART. 

Hist! my Lord, it so affected her — that — ^here she 

comes. 

[Exit Smart. 

* A play upon words plagiarised from Farquhar. The reader must regret that 
the author had not the courage to plagiarise more from Farquhar. 
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BnUt lAJCT. 
LUCY. 

Oh, my Lord^ is this true P Can it be ? A mother 
lives ! Do you wonder that I forget all else ? — ^that I am 
here — and with but one prayer, lead me to that mother ! 
She says, too, she has been slandered — ^blesses me — ^that 
my heart defended her, but — but — ^this is no snare — ^you do 
not deceive me ? 

WILMOT. 

Deceive you ! Oh, Lucy — ^I have a sister myself at the 
hearth of my father. 



Forgive me — lead on — quick, quick — oh, mother, 

mother ! 

[Exeunt Luct and WnjiOT. 
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ACT V. 

SOBHB l.—Old Mill near ike Thames, 
Enter Habdman. 

HARDMAK. 

The despatch to the Pretender {opening it). Ho ! Wil- 
mot is in my power; here ends his rivalry. The Duke's 
life, too, in exchange for the Memoir P No ! Fear is not 
his weak point, but how can this haughtiest of men ever 
yield such memorials P Even admit the base lie of his 
brother P Still her story has that which may touch him. 
Since I have seen her, I feel sure of her innocence. The 
Duke comes ; — now all depends on my dianee to hit the 
right side of a character. 

Enter Duke of Middlbbbz. 

DUKE. 

Lord Lofttts not here yet ! Strange I 



HARI>MAH. 

My Lord Duke — ^forgive this intrusion ! 
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DUKE. 

T'other man I met at Lord Wilmot's. Sir, your servant, 
Fm somewhat in haste. 

HARDMAN. 

Still I presume to delay your Grace; for it is on a 
question of honour ! 

DUKE. 

Honour ! that goes before all ! Sir, my time is your 
own. 

HARDHAN. 

Your Grace is the head of a house, whose fame is a 
part of our history ; it is, therefore, that I speak to you 
boldly, since it may be that wrongs were inflicted by one 
of its members 

DUKE. 

How, sir ! 

HABDMAN. 

Assured, that if so (and should it be still in your power,) 
your Grace will firankly ,repair them, as a duty you took 
with the ermine and coronet. 



You speak well, sir. — {Aside. Very much like a gen- 
tleman!) 

HARDMAN. 

Your Grace had a brother. Lord Henry de Mowbray. 
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DUKE. 

Ah ! Sir, to the point. 

HABDMAN. 

At once, my Lord Duke. Many years ago a duel took 
place between Lord Henry and Sir Geoffrey Morland — 
your Grace knows the cause. 

DUKE. 

Hem ! yes ; a lady — ^who — who 



"Was banished her husband's home, and her infant's 
cradle, on account of suspicions based, my Lord Duke, on 
— what your Grace cannot wonder that the husband 
believed — ^the word of a Mowbray f 

DUKE. 

{Aside. Villain !) But what became of the husband, 
never since heard of ? He 



Med abroad from men's tongues, and dishonour. He 
did not return to his native land, till he had changed for 
another the name that a Mowbray had blighted. Unhappy 
man ! he lives still. 



And the lady — the lady- 



HARDMAN. 

Before the duel, had gone to the house of her father. 
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who was forced that very day to fly the country. His life 
was in danger. 

DUU. 

How? 

He was loyal to the Stuarts, and — a Plot was discovered. 

DUKK. 

Brave, noble gentleman ! Go on, sir. 

HARDMAK. 

H^ othtf ties wienched from her, his daughter went 
with him into exile— his st^y, his hope, his alL His lands 
were confiscated. She was high-bom: she worked for a 
father's bread. Conceive yourself, my Lord Duke, in the 
place of that father — loyal and penniless; noble; pro- 
scribed; dependant on the toils of a daughter; and that 
daughter's name sullied by 



A word P- 



HABDMAN. 

From the son of that house to which all the chivalry of 
England looked for example. 



{Aside. Oh, Heaven; can my glory thus be turned to 
my shame ?) But they said she had died, sk. 
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HARPMAW. 

When her father had gone to the grave^ she herself 
spread or sanctioned that romoar — for she resolved to die 
to the world. She entered a convent, prepared to take the 
noviciate — when she suddenly learned that a person had 
been inquiring for her at Paris^ who stated that Lord 
Henry de Mowbray had left behind him a Memoir 



Ah! 

HARDMAN. 

— ^Which acquits her. She learned, too, the clue to her 
husband — resolved to come hither — arrived six days since. 
No proof of her innocence save those for which I now 
appeal to your Grace ! 

BUKB. 

pride, be my succour ! {Haughtily,) Appeal to me, 
sir, and wherefore ? 

BARI>XAK. 

The sole evidence alleged against this lady are the fact of 
a letter sent from herself to Lord Henry, and the boast of a 
man, now no more. She asserts that that letter would 
establish her innocence. She believes that, on his death- 
bed, your brother retracted his boast; and that the Memoir 
he left will attest to its falsehood. 

DUKE. 

Aflscrta — believes — go on — go on. 
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HARDHAN. 

No, my Lord Bake, I have done. I know that that 
letter, that Memoir exist ; that they are now in your hands. 
If her assertion be false — ^if they prove not her innocence 
— a word, nay, a sign, from the chief of a house so 
renowned for its honour, suffices. I take my leave, and 
condemn her. But if her story be true, you have heard the 
last chance of a wife and a mother to be restored to the 
husband she loves and forgives, to the child who has 
grown into womanhood remote from her care; and these 
blessings I pledged her my faith to obtain, if that letter, 
that Memoir, should prove that the boast was 

DUKE. 

A lie, sir, a lie, a black lie ! — ^The coward^s worst crime 
— a lie on the fair name of woman ! Sir, this heat, perhaps, 
is unseemly ; thus to brand my own brother I But if we, 
the peers of England, and the representatives of her 
gentlemen, can hear, can think, of vile things done, who- 
ever the doer, with calm pulse and cold heart, — perish our 
titles ; where would be the use of a Duke ? 

HARDMAN (oside). 
A very bright side of his character. 



Sir, you are right. The Memoir you speak of is in my 
hands ; and with it. Lady Morland's own letter. Much in 
that Memoir relates to myself; and so galls all the pride I 
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am said to possess, that not ten minutes since methought I 
had rather my duchy were forfeit than have exposed its 
contents to the pity or laugh of a stranger. I think no 
more of myself. A woman has appealed for her name to 
mine honour as a man. Now, sir, your commands ? 



No passage is needed, save that which acquits Lady 
Morland. Let the Memoir still rest in your hands. Con- 
descend but to bring it forthwith to my house ; and may I 
hope that my Lord Loftus may accompany you — there is 
an affair of moment on which I would speak to you both. 



Your address, sir ; I will but return home for the docu- 
ments, and proceed at once to your house. Hurry not ^ I 
will wait. Allow me to take your hand, sir. You know 
how to speak to the heart of a gentleman. 

[Exit. 
HABDMAN {aside). 

Yet how ignorant we are of men^s hearts till we see them 
lit up by a passion ! This noble has made what is honour 
so clear to my eyes. Let me pause — let me think — let me 
choose ! I feel as if I stood at the crisis of life. 

Enter Softhead. 

SOFTHEAD. 

What have I seen? — Where go? — ^Whom consult? 
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Oh, Mr. HardmaB ! You're a friend of Lord Wilmof s, of 
Sir Geofce/s, of Lvtcf* ? 

HARDMAN. 

Speak — quick — ^to the purpose. 

SOFTHKAD. 

On my way to Sir Geoffrey's, I passed hy a house of the 
most villainous character. I dare not say how Wilmot 
himself has described it. (Eamesffy.) Oh sir, you know 
Wilmot! you know his sentiments on marriage. I saw 
Wflmot and Lucy Thomside enter that infamous house ! — 
Deadman's Lane ! 

HARDMAN (oside). 

Deadman's Lane? He takes her to the arms of her 
mother! forestalls my own plan, will reap my rewurd. 
Have I schemed, then, for him ? No, by yon heavens ! 



I ran on to Sir Geoffrey's — he was out. 

HASDMAK (who hcu been writing in hit tablett, tears out a page). 

Take this to Justice Kite's, hard by : he will send two 
special officers, placed at the door, Deadman's Lane, to 
wait my instructions. Tliey must go instantly — arrive as 
soon as myself. Then, hasten to Mr. Easy's : Sir Geoffrey 
is there. Break your news with precaution, and bring him 
straight to that house. Leave the rest to my care. Away 
with you ; quick. 
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80FTHBAD. 

I know he will kill me ! But Fm right And when Tm 
rights — Jiimidmm mece I 

[JSxU. 

HABDMAN. 

Ho I ho ! It is iirar ! My choice is made. I am armed 

at all points^ and strike for the victory. 

[Exit. 



BCENE n. 

Apartment in the houee, Deadman^s I/ane, Chvwn cmd PorteuUit, 
very old- f cushioned and iomhre, faded tapestry on the vaUs, 
high mantelpiece, toith deep inglte ; fiumiture rude emd eimple ; 
general air of the room not mean, but forlorn, as of thai in some 
ho%ue neglected and Utile inhabited since the days of Mizabeth ; the 
tapestry drawn aside at the back, shows a door into an inner room — 
LuoT and her mother. — Wilmot seated, 

LAST TB0R1I8I2>E. 

And you believe me. Dear child— this indeed is happi- 
ness. — Ah ! if your cruel father — 

LUOT. 

Hush — ^he will believe you, too. 

LADT THOBNSISB. 

No ; I could not venture into his presence, without the 
proof that he had wronged me. 
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WILHOT. 

Oh, that I had known before what interest you had in 
this Memoir ! — how can I recover it from the Duke ! — 

LUCY. 

You will — ^you must — dear — dear. Lord Wilmot — ^you 
have restored me to my mother ; restore iny mother to her 
home. 

WILMOT. 

Ah — and this hand — ^would you withdraw it then ? 

LUOT. 

Never from him who reunites my parents. 

LADY THORNSIDE. 

Ha ! — a voice without — steps ! 

WILMOT. 

If it should be Sir Geoffrey — ^in some rash violence he 
might — retire — quick — quick. 

[Exeunt Lady Thobnbide and Lucy in the inner roam. 

Enter Habdman. 

HABDMAN. 

Alone ! Where is Lucy, my Lord ? 

WILMOT. 

In the next room with 

HARDMAN. 

Her mother ? 
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WILMOT. 

What! you know? 

HARDMAN. 

I know that betweeiji us two there is a strife, and I am 
come to decide it ; you love Lucy Thornside, 

WILMOT. 

Well! I told you so. 

* HARDMAN. 

You told it, my Lord, to a rival. Ay, smile. You have 
wealth, rank, fashion, and wit; I have none of these, and I 
need them not. But I say to you — that ere the hand on 
this dial moves to that near point in time, your love will be 
hopeless and your suit be withdrawn. 

WILMOT, 

The man's mad. Unless sir, you wish me to believe that 
my life hangs on your sword, I cannot quite comprehend 
why my love should go by your watch. 

HARDMAN. 

I command you. Lord Wilmot, to change this tone of 
levity : I command it in the name of a life which, I think, 
you prize more than your own ; a life that is now in my 
hands. You told me to sound your father. I have not 
done so— I have detected 

WILMOT. 

Detected ! Hold, sir ! that word impKes crime. 
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Ay, the crime of the great. History csUs it Zeal. Law 
styles it Hioh T&eason. 



What do I bear? HeaTens! — my father! Sir, your 
word is no proof ? 

HARDKAN. . 

But Uis is ! {Producing the RequisUian to the Pretender.) 
'Tis high treason, conspiring to levy arms against the King 
on the throne; here called the Usurper. High treason to 
promise to greet with banner and trump a pretender— here 
called James the Third. Such is the purport of the papjea: I 
hold — and here is the name of your father. 

"WILMOT (cuide). 

Both are armed, and alone. 

[Locks the outer door hy which he is sk^ding. 

HABDMAK (otide), 

So^ I guess his intention. {Opens the window and loots 
out,) Good, the ofScers are come. 



What the law calls high-treason T know not ; what the 

honest call treason I know. Traitor, thou who hast used 

the confidence of a son against the life of a father, thou 

shalt not quit these walls with that life in thy grasp — ^yield 

the proof thou hast plundered or forged. 

[Seizes Mm. 
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yt ! the officers of justice are below ; loose thine hold, or 
the life thou demandest falls from these hands into theirs ! 

wiLHOT (recoiling). 

Foiled ! Foiled ! How act ! what do ? And thy son 
set yon bloodhound on thy track, my father ! Sir, you 
say you are my rival ; I guess the terms you now come to 
impose ! 

HARDHAN. 

I impose no terms. What needs the demand ? Have 
you an option ? I think better of you. We both love the 
same woman ; I have loved her a year, you a week ; you 
have her father's dislike, I his consent. One must yield — 
why should I ? Bude son of the people though I be, why 
must I be thrust from the sunshine because you cross my 
path as tjie fair and the high-bom ? What have I owed to 
your order or you ? 



To me, sir ? Well, if to me you owed some slight favour, 
I should scorn at this moment to speak it. 



I owe favour, the slightest, to no man; 'tis my boast. 
Listen still, I schemed to save your father, not to injure. 
Had you rather this scroll had fallen into the hands of a 
spy ? And now, if I place it in yours — save your name 
from attainder, your fortunes from confiscation, your father 
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from the axe of the headsman — why should I ask terms ? 
Would it be possible for you to say, ' Sir, I thank you ; 
and in return I would do my best to rob your life of the 
woman you love, and whom I have just known a week?^ 
Could you, peer's son, and gentleman, thus reply, — when, 
if I know aught of this grand people of England, not a 
mechanic who walks thro' yon streets, from the loom to the 
hovel, but what would cry ' Shame ! ' on such answer ? 



Sir, I cannot argue with, I cannot rival the man who has 
my father's life at his will, whether to offer it as a barter, 
or to yield it as a boon. Either way, rivalry between us is 
henceforth impossible. Eear mine no more ! Give me 
the scroll — I depart. 

HARDMAN. 

{Aside, His manliness moves me !) Nay let me pray 
your permission to give it myself to your father, and with 
such words as will save him, and others whose names are 
hereto attached, from such perilous hazards in future. 

WILMOT. 

In this too I fear that you leave me no choice ; I must 
trust as I may to your honour ; but heed well if 

HARDMAN. 

Menace not ; you doubt, then, my honour ? 
WILMOT {with ttippressed pamon). 

Plainly, I do ; our characters differ. I had held myself 
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dishonoured for ever if our positions had been reversed, — if 
I had taken such confidence as was placed in you, — concealed 
the rivalry, — prepared the scheme, — ^timed the moment, — 
forced the condition in the guise of benefit. No, sir, no, 
that may be talent, it is not honour. 



{Aside. This stings ! scornful fool that he is, not to see 
that I was half relenting. And now I feel but the foe ! 
How sting again P I will summon him back to witness 
himself my triumph.) Stay my Lord! {Writing at the 
table.) You doubt that I should yield up the document 
to your father? Bring him hither at once ! He is now 
at my house with the Duke of Middlesex ; pray them both 
to come here, and give this note to the Duke. ( With a 
smile.) You will do it, my Lord. 



Ay, indeed, — and when my father is safe I wiU try to 

think that I wronged you. {Aside. And not one parting 

word to — to — S'death — I am unmanned. Show such 

emotion to him — No, no ! — And if I cannot watch over 

that gentle life, why the angels will !) I — I go, sir, — ^fulfil 

the compact; I have paid the price. 

[Exk. 

HARDMAN. 

He loves her more than I thought for. But she ? Does 
she love him ? {Goes to the door.) Mistress Lucy I 

[Leadi forth Lucy. 
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LUCY. 

Lord Wilmot gone ! 

HABDMAN. 

Nay, speak not of him. If ever he hoped that your 
father could have overcome a repugnance to his suit, he 
is now compelled to resign that hope, and for ever. (Lucy 
turns aside, and weeps quietly^ Let us speak of your 
parents — ^your mother 

LUCY. 

Oh yes — ^my dear mother — I so love her already. 

HABDMAN. 

You have heard her tale ! Would you restore her, no 
blot on her name, to the hearth of your father ? 

LUCY. 

Speak ! — speak !-— can it be so ? 

HABDMAV. 

K it cost you some sacrifice ? 

LUCY. 

Life has none for an object thus holy. 

HABDICAN. 

Hear, and decide. It is the wish of your father that I 
should ask for this hand 

LUCY. 

No!— no! 
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HABDKAN. 

Is the sacrifice so hard P Wait and hear the atonement. 
Tou come from the stolen embrace of a mother ; I will 
make that mother the pride of your home. You have 
yearned for the love of a father ; I will break down the 
wall between yourself and his heart — I will dispel aU the 
clouds that have darkened his life. 

LUOT. 

You will — ^you will ! blessings upon you ! 

HABDKAN. 

Those blessings this hand can confer ! 



But — but — the heart — the heart — thai does not go with 
the hand, 

HABDICAN. 

Later, it will. I only pray for a trial. I ask but to 
conquer that heart, not to break it. Your father will soon 
be here — every moment I ^xpect him. He comes in the 
full force of suspicion — deeming you lured here by Wilmot 
— fearing (pardon tlie vile word) your dishonour. How 
explain? You cannot speak of your mother till I first 
prove her guiltless. Could they me^ till I do, words 
would pass that would make even union hereafter too bitter 
to her pride as a woman. Give me the power at once to 
destroy suspicion, remove fear, delay other explanations. 
Let me speak — let me act — as your betrothed, your accepted. 

t2 
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Hark I voices below— your father comes !— I have no time 
to plead ; excuse what is harsh — ^seems ungenerous 

SIB QBOFFBET (vnthout). 

Out of my way ! — loose my sword ! 



Oh save my motl^er ! — ^Let him not see my mother. 

HABDMAN. 

Grant me this trial — pledge this hand now — ^retract here- 
after if you will. Tour mother's name, your parents' 
reunion ! Ay or no ! — ^will you pledge it ? 

LUCY. 

Can you doubt their child's answer ? I pledge it ! 
Enter Snt Geoffbet, BtruggUng from East, Softhead, Babbara. 

BIB GEOFFBET. 

Where is he ? where is this villain ? let me get at him ! 
What, what, gone ? {Falling on Habdman's breast.) Oh 
Hardman ! Ton came, you came ! I dare not look at her 
yet. /* she saved ? 

HABDKAN. 

Tour daughter is innocent in thought as in deed — I 
speak in the name of the rights she has given me ; you 
permitted me to ask for her hand; and here, she has 
pledged it ! 

SIR QEOFFBBT. 

O my child I my child ! I never called you that name 
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before. Did I? Hush ! I know now that thou art my 
child ; know it by my anguish ; know it by my joy. Who 
could wring from me tears like these, but a child ! 

EAST. 

But how is it all, Mr. Hardman ? you know everything ! 
That fool Softhead, with his cock and bull story, frightened 
us out of our wits ! 

SOFTHEAD. 

That's the thanks I get ! How is it all, Mr. Hardman ? 

SIR GE0F7BBT. 

Ugh, what so clear ? He came here — ^he saved her ! 
My child was grateful. Approach, Hardman, near, near. 
Forgive me, if your childhood was lonely ; forgive me, if 
you seemed so unfriended. Your father made me promise 
that you should not know the temptations that he thought 
had corrupted himself, — should not know of my favours, 
to be galled by what he called my suspicions, — should not 
fed the yoke of dependence; — should believe that you 
forced your own way through the world — till it was made. 
Now it is so. Ah, not in vain did I pardon him his wrongs 
against me; not in vain fulfil that sad promise which gave 
a smile to his lips in dying ; not in vain have I bestowed 
benefits on you. You have saved — I know it — I fed it; 
saved from infamy — ^my child. 



Hush, sir, hush ! 



[Thnyws herulf into Barbara's amu. 
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HABDXAN. 

My father? Benefits? You smile, Mr. Easy. What 
means he? No man on this earth ever bestowed benefits 
on me I 

EAST. 

Ha I ha ! ha ! Nay, excuse me ; but when I think that 
that's said by a clever fellow like you — ha ! ha ! — ^the jest 
is too good; as if any one ever drove a coach through this 
world but what some other one built the carriage, or 
harnessed the horses ! Why, who gave you the education 
that helped to make you what you are ? Who slily paid 
Tonson, the publisher, to bring out the work that first 
raised you into notice ? Who sent you the broker with 
the tale of the South Sea Scheme? From whose purse 
came the sum that bought your annuity? Whose land 
does the annuity burthen? Who told Fleece'em, the 
boroughmonger, to offer you a seat in Parliament ? Who 
paid for the election that did not cost you a shilling ? — who, 
but my suspicious, ill-tempered, good-hearted friend there? 
And you are the son of his foster-brother, the man who 
first wronged and betrayed him ! 

SOFTHEAD. 

And this is the gentleman who knows everybody and 
everything ? Did not even know his own father ! La ! 
why he's been quite a take-in ! Ha ! ha ! 

EAST. 

Ha ! ha ! ha ! 
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And all the while I thought I was standing apart from 
others, — ^needing none ; served by none ; mastering men ; 
moulding them, — ^the man whom mj father had wronged 
went before me with noiseless beneficence, and opened my 
path through the mountain I fancied this right hand had 
hewn! 

SIB GEOFFBBT. 

Tut! I did but level the ground; till you were strong 
eno' to rise of yourself; I did not give you the post that you 
named with so manly a pride ; / did not raise you to the 
councils of your country as the " Equal of AU ! " 

SOFTHEAD. 

No ! for that you^U thank Fred. He bribed the Prime 
Minister with his favourite Murillo. He said you wanted 
the post to win the lady you loved. Dimidum me(B, — I 
think you might have told him what lady it was. 

HABDMAN. 

So ! Wilmot ! — It needed but this ! 

EAST. 

Pooh, Mr. Softhead ! Sir Geoffrey would never consent 
to a lord. Quite right. Practical, steady fellow is Mr. 
Hardman ; and as to his father, a disreputable connexion — 
quite right not to know him ! AU you want, Geoffrey, is to 
secure Lucy's happiness, 

SIB GEOFFBET. 

All ! That, now, is his charge. 



Digitized 



by Google 



280 NOT so BAD AS WZ SEEM; [act t. 

HABDMAH. 

I accept it. But first I secure yours, O mj benefactor ! 
This house, in which yon feared to meet in£Euny,is the home 
of sorrow and virtue ; the home of a woman imsuDied, but 
skndered. — Of her who, loving you still, followed your 
footsteps; watched you night and day from yon windows ; 
sent you those flowers, the tokens of innocence and youth ; 
in romance, it is true — the romance only known to a woman 
— the romance only known to the pure ! Lord Wilmot is 
guiltless ! He led your child to the arms of a mother ! 

Sm GBOFrBKT. 

Silence him ! — silence him ! — ^'tis a snare ! I retract ! He 
shall not have this girl ! Her house ? Do I breathe the 
same air as the woman so loved and so futhless ? 



Kty, for my mother ! — ^No, no ; justice for her ! Pity 
for yourself and for me ! 

BIB GBOFFBST. 

Gome away, or you shall not be my child, TU disown you. 
That man speaks— i — 

EiUer Wilmot, Duke, and Lobb Loftus. 

HABDMAN. 

I speak, and I prove — {To ike Duke) — ^The Memqirs — 
[Glcmcing over them). Here is the very letter that the 
menial informed you your wife sent to Lord Henry. Bead 
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it ; and judge if such scorn would not goad such a man to 
revenge. What revenge could he wield ? Why, a boast ! 

snt GSOFVRET {reading). 
The date of the very day that he boasted. Ha ! brave 
words I proud heart ! I suspect ! — ^I suspect ! 

HABDMAN. 

Lord Henr/s confession ! It was writ on his deathbed. 

LORD LOFTUS. 

'Tis his hand. I attest it. 

pUKB. 

I too, John, Duke of Middlesex. 

SIB 6B0FFBET (wJi^ hos been reading the confession). 
Heaven forgive me ! Can she. ^ The flowers; the figures; 

the How blind Fve been ! Where is she ? where is 

she ? You said she was here ! (Lady Thoenside appears 
at the door,) EUinor ! Ellinor ! to my arms — ^to my heart 
— my wife ! Pardon ! Pardon ! 

LADT THOBNSIDE. 

Nay, all was forgiven when I once more embraced our 
child. 

HABDMAN (to LOFTUS €md DuKE). 

My Lords, destroy this Eequisition ! When you signed 
it, you doubtless believed that the Prince you would serve 
was of the Church of your Protestant fathers P You are 
safe evermore ; for your honour is freed. The Prince has 
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retired to Rome, and abjured your faith. I will convince 
you of this later. 

[Duke and Softhead conlimte to shtM each other tdth mutual 
apprehmnon, 

EAST (to WiLMOT). 

Glad to find you are not so bad as you seemed, my 
Lord; and now that Lucy is engaged to Mr. Hardman 

-WILMOT. 

Engaged already. {Aside. So! he asked me here to 
insult me with his triumph !) Well ! 



Lucy, your parents are united — my promise fulfilled; 
permit me — {Taies her hand.) Sir'Geofirey, the son of 
him who so wronged you, and whose wrongs you pardoned, 
now reminds you, that he is entrusted with the charge to 
ensure the happiness of your child ! Behold the man of 
her choice, and take from his presence your own cure of 
distrust. With his faults on the surface, and with no fault 
that is worse than that of concealing his virtues ; — ^Here 
she loves and is loved ! And thus I discharge the trust, 
and ensure the happiness ! 

[Placing her hand in Wilmot's. 

SIB OEOFTBET. 

How? 

LADT THOBKSIDE. 

It is true — do you not read in her blush the secret of 
her heart ? 
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■WILMOT. 

How can I accept at the price of 

HABDMAN. 

Hush ! For the third time to-day, you have but one 
option. Tou cannot affect to be generous to me at the 
cost of a heart all your own. Take your right. Come, my 
Lord, lest I tell all the world how you bribed the Prime 
Minister. 

SOFTHEAD (who kos taken East aside). 
But, indeed, Mr. Easy, I reform; I repent. Mr. 
Hardman will have a bride in the country — let me have a 
bride in the city. After all, I was not such a very bad 
monster. 

EAST. 

Pooh. WonH hear of it ! Want to marry only just to 
mimic my Lord. 

BABBABA. 

Dear Lord Wilmot ; do say a good word for us. 

EAST. 

No, sir; no ! Tour head's been turned by a lord. 

WILMOT. 

Not the first man whose head has been turned by a lord, 
with the help of the Duke of Burgundy— eh, Mr. Easy ? 
Fll just appeal to Sir Geoffrey. 

EAST. 

No — no — hold your tongue, my Lord. 
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whmot. 
And you insisted upon giving jour daughter to Mr. 
Softhead ; forced her upon him. 

XA8T. 

I — never !— When ? 

WILMOT. 

Last nighty when you were chaired member for the City 
of London. Fll just explain the case to Sir Geofl&rey 

BAST. 

Confound it — ^hold — ^hold! — ^Toulike this young repro- 
bate^ Barbara? 



Dear papa, his health is so delicate ! I should like to 
take care of him. 



There, go, and take care of each other. Ha! ha! I 

suppose it is all for the best. 

pDuKE takes forth, and puts on, his spectacles; examines Sorr- 
HEAD curiously — is conmnoed thai he is human, approa^es, 
amd offers his hand, which Softhead, emboldened hy 
Babbaba, though not without misgivings, accepts, 

A great deal of dry stuff, called philosophy, is written 
about life. But the grand thing is to take it coolly, and 
have a good-humoured indulgence 



For the force of example, Mr. Easy ! 
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SOFTHEAD. 

Ha! ha! ha! 

WILMOT. 

Per the follies of fashion, and the crimes of monsters like 
myself, and that terrible Softhead ! 

SIR OEOFFBET. 

Ha! ha! 

• HARDMAN. 

You see, my dear Wilmot, many sides to a character ! 

WILMOT. 

Plague on it, yes ! But get at them all, and we^re not 
so bad as we seem 

SOFTHEAD. 

No, Pred, not quite so bad ! 

WILMOT. 

Taking us as we stand— Altogetheb ! 
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''DAVID FALLEN IS DEAD!^' 

OR, 

A KEY TO THE PLAY. 

(Ay ATTEB-aCEME, BY WAT OF AN EPILOGUE.) 

(ItUended to have been spoken by the Oriffincd Amateur Performers.) 



SCENE. 

Wilmot's Apartment.— WiLMcys, Sib Geoffrey, Softhead, East, 
and Habdman, seated at a Tdble. Wine, FrtUts, d:c, 

WILMOT. 

Pass the wine — what's the news ? 

BAST. 

Funds have risen to-day. 

SIR GEOFFREY. 

I suspect it will rain. 



easy. 
Well, I've got in my hay. 



BARDHAN. 

David Fallen is dead! 
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OMIGBB. 

David Fallen! 

WILMOT. 

Poor fellow ! 



SIB QBOFFBBT. 

I sbould like to have seen him ! 



BOFTHEAO. 

/ saw him ! So yellow ! 

HARDMAK. 

Your annuity killed him. 

WUMOT, 

How — ^how ? to the point, 

HABDMAN. 

By the shock on his nerves — at the sight of a joint. 
A very great genius 

EAST. 

I own — now he's dead. 
That a writer more charming 

WJLMOT. 

Was never worse fed ! 

HABDMAN. 

His country was grateful 



SOFTHEAD {swrpiised). 

He looked very shabby ! 
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HASDMAV. 

His bones 

BOFTHSAD. 

You might count them ! 

HARDMAN. 

Bepose in the Abbey ! 

SOFTHEAD («^er a stare of oBtonishment). 
So THAT is the way that a country is grateful I 
Ere his nerves grew so weak, — if she'd sent him a plateful. 

EAST (hastily producing a long paper). 
My Taxes ! Your notions are perfectly hateful 1 

[Pause. — BvideiU feeling thai therms no getting over Ur, East's 
paper, 

WILMOT. 

Pope's epigram stung him. 

HABDMAN. 

Yes, Pope has a sting. 



But who writes the epitaph ? 

HARDUAN. 

Pope : a sweet thing ! 

WILKOT. 

'Gad, if I were an author, I'd rather, instead. 
Have the epitaph living — the epigram dead. 
If Pope had but just reconsidered that matter, 
Poor David 

VOL. V. 
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SOFTHEAD. 

Had gone to the Abbey much fatter ! 

BAST. 

He was rather a scamp ! 

WILMOT. 

Put yourself in his place. 

* EASY Qnyrrorstruck). 

Heaven forbid ! 

HABDMAN. 

Let us deem him the Last of a Kace ! 

BIB GEOPFBET. 

But the race that succeeds may have little more pelf. 



Ay ; and trials as sharp. I'm an author myself. 

But the remedy ? Wherefore should authors not build- 

EAST. 

An alms-house? 



HABDMAN. 

No, merchant, their own noble guild ! 
Some fortress for youth in the battle for fame ; 
Some shelter that Age is not humbled to claim ; 
Some roof from the storm for the Pilgrim of Knowledge ;- 

WILMOT. 

Not unlike what our ancestors meant by — a College ; 
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Where teacher and student alike the subscriber, 
Untaxing the Patron, — 



EAST. 

The State,- 



HABDMAN. 

Or the briber,- 



The son of proud Learning shall knock at the door. 
And cry 5%w * is rich, and not whine l%at f is poor. 



Oh right ! For these men govern earth from their graves- 
Shall the dead be as kings, and the living as slaves ! 



It is all their own fault — ^they so slave one another ; 

Not a son of proud Learning but knocks — down his brother ! 



Yes ! other vocations, from Thames to the Border, 

Have some esprit de corps^ and some pride in their order ; 

Lawyers, soldiers, and doctors, if quarrels do pass. 

Still soften their spite from respect to their class ; 

Why should authors be spitting and scratching like tabbies, 

To leave but dry bones -^' . 

SOFTHEAD. 

For those grateful cold Abbeys 1 

* The head. t The pocket. 

U 2 
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HABDMAK. > 

Worst side of their character ! 

^VILHOT. 

True to the letter. 
Are their sides, then, so fat, we can't hit on a better ? 

HABDMAN. 

Why — the sticks in the fable ! — Our Guild be the tether. 

WILMOT. 

Ay : the thorns are rubbed off when the sticks cling together. 

SOFTHEAD {musmgly). 
I could he — ^yes — I could be a Pilgrim of Knowledge, 
If you'd change Deadman's Lane to a snug littk College. 

SIR GBOFFBET. 

Ugh ! stuff! — ^it takes money a College to found. 

EASY. 

I will head the subscription myself— with a pound ! 

HABDMAN. 

Quite enough from a friend : for we authors should feel 
We must put our own shoulders like men to the wheel. 
Be thrifty when thriving— take heed of the morrow, 



And not get in debt- 



SIB QEOFFBBT. 

Where the deuce could they borrow ? 
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HAKDMAN. 

Let US think of a scheme. 

EASY. 

He is always so knowing. 

WILMOT. 

A scheme ! I have got one ; the wheel's set a going ! 
A play from one author. 

HABDHAN. 

With authors for actors, — 

WILMOT. 

And some benefit nights, 

BOTH. 

For the world's benefactors. 

SIB GEOFFBET. 

Who'll give you the play P it will not be worth giving. 
Authors now are so bad ; always are while they're living ! 

EASY. 

Ah ! if David Fallen, great genius, were here 



OMNES. 

Great genius I 

HABDMAN. 

A man whom all time shall revere I 

SOFTHEAD (impatiently). 
But he's dead. 
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0MNE8 {higvbriovdy). 
He is dead ! 



Ah ! could he come back ! 



We know of an author. 



EAST. 

The true Classical School, sir \ 



WILMOT. 

He'll not be such a fool, sir. 

[Taking Habdhan aside, wlUtpen. 



HARDMAN (doubtfuUy), 

Ye — s — s, David was brighter. 



OHNEB. 

But he's dead« 



HABDHAN. 

This might do — as a live sort of writer. 

EAST. 

Alive I that looks bad. 

SOFTHEAD. 

Must we take a live man P 

* WILMOT. 

To oblige us he'll be, sir,— as dead as he can ! 

SOFTHEAD. 

Alive ; and mil write, sir ? 

HARDHAN. 

With pleasure, sir. 
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SOFTHEAD. 

Pleasure ! 

HABDICAN. 

With, less than your wit, he has more than your leisure. 
Coquets with the Muse 

SIS GEOFFBST. 

Lucky dog to afford her 1 

WILMOT. 

Can we get his good side ? 

HARDMAN. 

Yes, he's proud of his order. 

WILMOT. 

Then he'll do! 

SIB 6E0FFBBT. 

As for wit — he has books on his shelves. 

HARDMAN. 

Now the actors ? 

WILMOT. 

By Jove, we will act it ourselves. 

[Omnes, at first svarprised into enthusiasm, succeeded by great 
consternatioTi, 

SIB geoffbet. 
Ugh, not I! 



SOFTHEAD. 

Lord ha' mercy I 
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EAST. 

A plain, sober, steady — 

WILMOT. 

I'll appeal to Sir Geoffrey. There's one caught already ! 
This suspicious old knight ; to his blind side, direct us. 

HABDMAV. 

Your part is to act 

WILMOT. 

True ; and his to suspect us. 
I rely upon you. 

HABDMAH {lociking at hit watch). 
Me ! I have not a minute 1 

WILMOT. 

If the Flay has a plot, he is sure to be in it. 
Come, Softhead 1 

SOITHBAD. 

I won't. I'll go home to my mother. 

WILMOT. 

Pooh ! monsters like us always help one another. 

SIB QBOrVBEY, 

I suspect you will act. 



Still to imitate one- 



BOFTHEAD. 

WeU, I've this consolation — 
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HABDMAN. 

Who defies imitation. 

WILMOT. 

Let the public but favour the plan we have hit on, 

And we'll chair through all London, — our Family Briton. 

SIB 6E0FFRET. 

What? — what? Look at Easy! He's drunk, or I dream- 

EAST (rmng). 
The toast of the evening, — Success to the Scheme ! 



THE END. 



BBADBUBY AlfO STARS, FBINTKB8, WHITEFBIABS. 
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